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The  virtuous  difpofition  of  our  Author  is  no  where  more 
remarkably  diftinguifhed  than  in  this  piece;  wherein  both 
the  fubjedl  and  the  example  fo  naturally  lead  into  fome  lefs 
chafte  images,  fome  loofer  love  which  ftands  in  need  of  a 
remedy.  BioG.  Brit. 
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T  0      T   H   E 

LORD     HERBERT*, 

ELDEST     SON    OF    HIS    EXCELLENCY    THE    EARL    OF 

PEMBROKE  AND  MONTGOMERY;    BARON   HERBERT 

OF    CAERDIFF,    ROSS    OF    KENDAL,    PARR,    FITZ- 

HUGH  MARMION,  ST.  qUiNTIN,  AND  HERBERT 

OF    SHUTLANDj    KNIGHT    OF    THE    GARTER, 

&c.  &c. 
M  Y     L  0  R  p, 

'~|~'HE  following  lines  are  written  on  a  fubjefl 
-■-  that  will  naturally  be  protedled  by  the  good- 
nefs  and  temper  of  your  Lordfhip :  for,  as  the 
advantages  of  your  mind  and  perfon  mull:  Hndle 
the  flames  of  Love  in  the  coldeft  breafl;  fo  you  are 
of  an  age  moft  fufceptible  of  them  in  your  own. 
You  have  acquired  all  thofe  accomplifhments  at 
home,  which  others  are  forced  to  feek  abroad; 
and  have  given  the  world  affurance,  by  fuch  be- 
ginnings, that  you  will  foon  be  qualified  to  fill  the 
highell  Offices  of  the  Crown  with  the  fame  uni- 
verfal  applaufe  that  has  conftantly  attended  your 

*  Henry  Lord  Herbert  fucceeded  to  his  father's  titles  In 
1732,  and  died  in  1749.     N. 
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illiiflrioiis  Fiilhcr  in  the  difcliargc  of  them.  For 
tlic  good  of  your  I*o(lciity,  may  you  ever  be  happy 
in  the  choice  of"  what  you  love  !  And  though  thefe 
rules  will  he  of  fmall  ufe  to  you  that  can  frame 
much  better;  yet  let  me  beg  leave  that,  by  dedi- 
cating them  to  your  fervicc,  I  may  have  the  honour 
of  telling  the  world,  that  1  am  obliged  to  your 
Lordfliip;  and  that  1  am  molt  entirely 

Your  Lordfliip's 

Moll  faithful  liumble  fervant, 

WILLIAM    KING. 


PREFACE. 

TT  is  endeavoured,  in  the  following  Poems,  to 
■*■  give  the  Readers  of  both  fexcs  fome  ideas  of 
the  Art  of  Love;  fuch  a  Love  as  is  innocent  and 
virtuous,  and  whofe  dcfires  terminate  in  prefent 
happinefs  and  that  of  pofterity.  It  would  be  in 
vain  to  think  of  doing  it  witlvout  help  from  the 
Ancients,  amongll  whom  none  has  touched  that 
paflion  more  tenderly  and  juflly  than  Ovid.  He 
knew  that  he  bore  the  maUerOiip  in  that  Art;  and 
therefore,  in  the  Fourth  Book  De  TrilHbus,  when 
he  would  give  fome  account  of  himfelf  to  future 
ages,  he  calls  himfelf  •'  Tenerorum  Lufor  Amo- 
•'  rum,"  as  if  he  gloried  principally  in  the  dc- 
fcriptions  he  had  made  of  that  palTion. 

The  prefent  imitation  of  him  is  at  lead  fuch  a 
one  as  Mr.  Drydcn  mentions,  "  to  be  an  cndca- 

•  vour  of  a  later  Poet  to  write  like  one  who  has 

•  written  before  him  on  the  fame  fubjert;  that  is, 

•  not  to  tranflate  his  words,  or  be  confined  to  his 

•  fenfc,  but  only  to  fet  him  as   a  pattern,   and 

•  to  write  as  he  fuppofes  that  Author  would  have 
'  done,  had  he  lived  in  our  age  and  in  our  coun- 
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"  try.  But  he  dares  not  fay  that  Sir  John  Den- 
"  ham  *,  or  Mr.  Cowley,  have  carried  this  Liber- 
"  tine  way,  as  the  latter  calls  it,  (o  far  as  this 
"  definition  reaches."  But,  alas!  the  prefent 
Imitator  has  come  up  to  it,  if  not  perhaps  ex- 
ceeded it.  Sir  John  Denham  had  Virgil,  and 
Mr.  Cowley  had  Pindar,  to  deal  with,  who  both 
wrote  upon  lafting  foundations:  but  the  prefent 
fubjeft  being  Love,  it  would  be  unreafonable  to 
think  of  too  great  a  confinement  to  be  laid  on  it. 
And  though  the  paffion  and  grounds  of  it  will 
continue  the  fame  through  all  ages ;  yet  there  will 
be  many  little  modes,  fafhions,  and  graces,  ways 
of  complaifance  and  addrefs,  entertainments  and 
diverfions,  which  time  will  vary.  Since  the  world 
will  expedl  new  things,  and  perfons  will  write,  and 
the  Ancients  have  fo  great  a  fund  of  Learning; 
whom  can  the  Moderns  take  better  to  copy  than 
fuch  originals  ?  It  is  moll  likely  they  may  not 
come  up  to  them;  but  it  is  a  thoufand  to  one 
but  their  imitation  is  better  than  any  clumfy  in- 
vention of  their  own.  Whoever  undertakes  this 
way  of  writing,  has  as  much  reafon  to  underftand 
the  true  fcope,  genius,  and  force  of  the  expreffions 
of  his  Author,  as  a  literal  Tranflator  :  and,  after 
all,  he  lies  under  this  misfortune,  that  the  faults 
are  all  his  own;  and,  if  there  is  any  thing  that 

*  Dryden  alludes  to  "  The  Deftniftion  of  Troy,  &c."     N. 


ARTOFLOVE.  7 

may  feem  pardonable,  the  Latin*  at  the  bottom 
Ihevvs  to  whom  he  is  engaged  for  it.  An  Imitator 
and  his  Author  ftand  much  upon  the  fame  terms  as 
Ben  does  with  his  Father  in  the  Comedy  f  : 

"  What  thof  he  be  my  Father,  I  an't  bound  Prentice  to  'en." 

There  were  many  reafons  why  the  Imitator  tranf- 
pofed  feveral  \''erfes  of  Ovid,  and  has  divided 
the  whole  into  Fourteen  Parts,  ratlier  than  keep 
it  in  Three  Books.  Thefe  may  be  too  tedious 
to  be  recited;  but,  among  the  reft,  fome  were, 
that  matters  of  the  fame  fubjeft  might  lie  more 
compafl;  that  too  large  a  heap  of  precepts  together 
might  appear  too  burthenfome ;  and  therefore  (if 
fmall  matters  may  allude  to  greater)  as  Virgil  in 
his  "  Georgicks,"  fo  here  moft  of  the  parts  end 
with  fome  remarkable  Fable,  which  carries  with 
it  fome  Moral :  yet,  if  any  perfons  pleafe  to  take 
the  Six  firfl:  Parts  as  the  Firft  Book,  and  divide 
the  Eight  laft,  they  may  make  Three  Books  of 
them  again.  There  have  by  chance  fome  twenty 
lines  crept  into  the  Poem  out  of  the  "  Remedy 
"  of  Love,"  which  (as  inanimate  things  are 
generally  the  moft  wayward  and  provoking)  fince 
they  would  ftay,  have  been  fuiFered  to  ftand  there, 

*  In  the  firft  editions  of  the  "  Art  of  Cookery,"  and  of 
the  "  Art  of  Love,"  Dr.  King  printed  the  original  under 
the  refpeflive  pages  of  his  tranflations.     N. 

"l  Congreve's  Love  for  Love.     N. 
E   4 


8  PREFACE. 

But  as  for  the  Love  here  mentioned,  it  being  all 
prudent,  honourable,  and  virtuous,  there  is  no 
need  of  any  remedy  to  be  prefcribed  for  it,  but  the 
fpeedy  obtaining  of  what  it  defires.  Should  the 
Imitator's  ftylc  feem  not  to  be  fufficiently  reftrain- 
ed,  fhould  he  not  liave  afforded  pains  for  review 
or  correftion,  let  it  be  confidered,  that  perhaps 
even  in  that  he  defired  to  imitate  his  Author,  and 
would  not  perufe  them;  left,  as  fome  of  Ovid's 
Works  were,  fo  thefe  might  be  committed  to  the 
flames.  But  he  leaves  that  for  the  Reader  to  do, 
if  he  pleafes,  when  he  has  bought  them. 


THE 


ART       OF       LOVE. 


PART      I. 

WHOEVER  knows  not  what  it  is  to  love. 
Let  him  but  read  thefe  verfes,  and  improve. 
Swift  fhips  are  rul'd  by  art,  and  oars,  and  fails : 
Skill  guides  our  chariots ;  Wit  o'er  Love  prevails. 
Automedon  with  reins  let  loofe  could  fly ;  5 

Tiphys  with  Argo's  fhip  cut  waves  and  Iky. 
In  Love-affairs  I'm  charioteer  of  Truth, 
And  fureft  pilot  to  incautious  youth. 
Love's  hot,  unruly,  eager  to  enjoy  ; 
But  then  confider  he  is  but  a  boy.  10 

Chiron  with  pleafmg  harp  Achilles  tam'd. 
And  his  rough  manners  with  foft  mufick  fram'd  : 
Though  he  'd  in  council  ftorm,  in  battle  rage. 
He  bore  a  fecret  reverence  for  age. 
Chiron's  command  with  ftridl  obedience  ties  15 

The  finewy  arm  by  which  brave  Heftor  dies  ; 
That  was  his  taflc,  but  fiercer  Love  is  mine  : 
They  both  are  boys,  and  fprung  from  race  divine. 
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The  ftiff-neck'd  bull  does  to  the  yoke  fubmit. 

And  the  moft  fiery  courfer  champs  the  bit.  20 

So  Love  fliall  yield.     I  own,  I  've  been  his  flave ; 

Eut  conquer'd  where  my  enemy  was  brave  : 

And  now  he  darts  his  flames  without  a  wound. 

And  all  his  whifding  arrows  die  in  found. 

Nor  will  I  raife  my  fame  by  hidden  art ;  25 

In  what  I  teach,  found  reafon  fliall  have  part : 

For  Nature's  palTion  cannot  be  deftroy'd. 

But  moves  in  Virtue's  path  when  well  employ'd. 

Yet  Hill  'twill  be  convenient  to  remove 

The  tyranny  and  plagues  of  vulgar  love.  30 

May  infant  Chaftity,  grave  matron's  pride, 

A  parent's  wifli,  and  bluflies  of  a  bride, 

Proted  this  Work ;  {o  guard  it,  that  no  rhyme 

In  fyllable  or  thought  may  vent  a  crime  ! 

The  Soldier,  that  Love's  armour  would  defy,        35 

Will  find  his  greatefl:  courage  is  to  fly  : 

When  Beauty's  amorous  glances  parley  beat. 

The  only  conqueft  then  is  to  retreat : 

But,  if  the  treacherous  Fair  pretend  to  yield, 

'Tis  prefent  death  unlefs  you  quit  the  field.  40 

Whilft  youth  and  vanity  would  make  you  range. 

Think  on  fome  beauty  may  prevent  your  change : 

But  fuch  by  falling  fkies  are  never  caught ; 

No  happinefs  is  found  but  what  is  fought. 

The  huntfman  learns  where  does  trip  o'er  the  lawn,  45 

And  where  the  foaming  boar  fecures  his  brawn.- 

The  fowler's  low -bell  robs  the  lark  of  fleep  ; 

And  they  who  hope  for  fifli  muft  fearch  the  deep  : 
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And  he,  that  fuel  feeks  for  chaile  defire, 

Muft  fearch  \vhere  Virtue  may  that  flame  infpire.  50 

To  foreign  parts  there  is  no  need  to  roam  : 

The  bleffing  may  be  met  with  nearer  home. 

From  India  fome,  others  from  neighbouring  France, 

Bring  tawny  fkins,  and  puppets  that  can  dance. 

The  Seat  of  Britiili  Empire  does  contain  55 

Beauties  that  o'er  the  conquer'd  globe  will  reign. 

As  fruitful  fields  with  plenty  blefs  the  fight. 

And  as  the  milky  way  adorns  the  night ; 

So  that  does  with  thofe  graceful  nymphs  abound, 

Whofe  dove-like  foftnefs  is  with  rofes  crown'd.      60 

There  tendereft  blooms  inviting  foftnefs  fpread, 

Whilll;  by  their  fmalleft  twine  the  ca}5tive  's  led. 

There  youth  advanc'd  in  majelly  does  fhine. 

Fit  to  be  mother  to  a  race  divine. 

No  age  in  matrons,  no  decay  appears ;  65 

By  prudence  only  there  you  guefs  at  years. 

Sometimes  you'll  fee  thefe  Beauties  feek  the  Ihadc, 
By  lefty  trees  in  royal  gardens  made  ; 
Or  at  St.  James's,  where  a  noble  care 
Makes  all  things  pleafing  like  himfelf  appear ;        70 
Or  Kenlington,  fweet  air  and  bleft  retreat 
Of  him,  that  owns  a  Sovereign,  though  moft  great*. 

*  George  Prince  of  Denmark,  confort  to  the  Queen,  greatly 
admired  thefe  fine  gardens. — They  were  purchafed  by  King 
William  from  Lord  Chancellor  Finch  ;  were  enlarged  by  Queen 
Mary  ;  and  improved  by  Queen  Anne,  who  was  fo  pleafed  with 
the  place,  that  (he  frequently  fupped  during  the  fummer  in  the 
Green-houfe.  Queen  Caroline  extended  the  gardens  to  their 
prefent  fize,  three  miles  and  a  half  in  compafsi     N. 
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Sometimes  in  wilder  groves,  by  chariots  drawn. 
They  view  the  noble  flag  and  tripping  fawn. 
On  Hyde-Park's  circles  if  you  chance  to  gaze,       75 
The  lights  revolving  ftrike  you  with  amaze. 

To  Bath  and  Tunbridge  they  fometimes  retreat. 
With  waters  to  difpel  the  parching  heat : 
But  youth  with  reafon  there  may  oft'  admire 
That  which  may  raife  in  him  a  nobler  fire ;  80 

Till  the  kind  Fair  relieves  what  he  endures, 
Caus'd  at  that  water  which  all  others  cures. 

Sometimes  at  marriage-rites  you  may  efpy 
Their  charms  protedled  by  a  mother's  eye. 
Where  to  blefl  mufick  they  in  dances  move,  85 

With  innocence  and  grace  commanding  love. 
But  yearly  when  that  folemn  night  returns. 
When  grateful  incenfe  on  the  altar  burns. 
For  clofing  the  mofl  glorious  day  e'er  feen. 
That  firfl  gave  light  to  happy  Britain's  Queen ;      90 
Then  is  the  time  for  noble  youth  to  try 
To  make  his  choice  with  a  judicious  eye. 
Not  truth  of  foreign  realm.s,  not  fables  told 
Of  Nymphs  ador'd,  and  GoddefTes  of  old. 
Equal  thofe  beauties  who  that  circle  frame  ;  95 

A  fubjeft  fit  for  never-dying  fame  : 
Whofe  gold,  pearl,  diamonds,  all  around  them  thrown. 
Yet  Hill  can  add  no  luilre  to  their  own. 

But  when  their  Queen  does  to  the  Senate  go. 
And  they  make  up  the  grandeur  of  the  fhow  ;       100 
Then  guard  your  hearts,  ye  makers  of  our  laws. 
For  fear  the  judge  be  forc'd  to  plead  his  caufe  ; 
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Left  the  fubmiffive  part  fhould  fall  to  you. 
And  they  who  fuppliants  help  be  forc'd  to  fue. 
Then  may  their  yielding  hearts  compaffion  take,    105 
And  grant  your  wifhes,  for  your  country's  fake : 
Eafe  to  their  beauties'  wounds  may  goodnefs  give; 
And,  fince  you  make  all  happy,  let  you  live. 

Sometimes  thefe  Beauties  on  Newmarket  plains. 
Ruling  their  gentle  pads  with  fdken  reins,  no 

Behold  the  conflidls  of  the  generous  fteeds. 
Sprung  from  true  blood,  and  vvell-attefted  breeds. 
There  youth  may  juftly  with  difcerning  eye 
Through  riding  Amazonian  habit  fpy 
That  which  his  fwifteft  courfer  cannot  fly. 

It  is  no  treacherous  or  bafe  piece  of  art, 
T'approve  the  fide  with  which  the  Fair  takes  part : 
For  equal  paffion  equal  minds  will  ftrike. 
Either  in  commendation  or  diflike. 
For,  when  two  fencers  ready  ftand  to  fight,  120 

And  we're  fpeftators  of  the  bloody  fight. 
Our  nimble  paffion  Love  has  foon  defign'd 
The  man  to  whom  we  mull  and  will  be  kind. 
We  think  the  other  is  not  fit  to  win  : 
This  is  our  conqueror  ere  fight  begin.  125 

If  danger  dares  approach  him,  how  we  ftart !  -j 

Our  frighted  blood  runs  trembling  to  our  heart :      ♦» 
He  takes  the  wounds,  but  we  endure  the  fmart.       3 
And  Nature  by  fuch  I.alances  does  prove. 
That  we  fear  moft  for  that  which  moft  we  love.    130 
Therefore,  if  chance  fhould  make  her  faddle  Hide, 
Or  any  thing  fhould  flip,  or  be  untied. 
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Oh,  think  it  not  a  too  officious  care 
With  eagernefs  to  run  and  help  the  Fair. 
We  offer  fmall  things  to  the  powers  above  :  13:; 

'Tis  not  our  merit  that  obtains  their  love. 
So  when  Eliza,  whofe  propitious  days 
Revolving  Heaven  does  feem  again  to  raife ; 
Whofe  ruling  genius  fnew'd  a  mafter-ftroke 
In  every  thing  ftie  did,  and  all  flie  fpoke  ;  1 40 

Was  flepping  o'er  a  paiTage,  which  the  rain 
Had  fill'd,  and  feem'd  as  ftepping  back  again; 
Young  Raleigh  fcorn'd  to  fee  his  Queen  retreat. 
And  threw  his  velvet-cloak  beneath  her  feet. 
The  Queen  approv'd  the  thought,  and  made  him 
great*. 

Mark  when  the  Queen  her  thanks  divine  would  give 
Midft  acclamations,  that  {he  long  may  li'ue; 
To  whom  kind  Heaven  the  bleffing  has  beftow'd. 
To  let  her  arms  fucceed  for  Europe's  good  ; 
No  tyranny  throughout  the  triumph  reigns,  150 

Nor  are  the  captives  dragg'd  with  ponderous  chains ; 
But  all  declare  the  Britiili  fubjefts'  eafe. 
And  that  their  war  is  for  their  neighbours'  peace. 
Then,  whilft  the  pomp  of  Majefty  proceeds 
With  ftately  fteps,  and  eight  well-chofen  fteeds,  155 
From  every  palace  Beauties  may  be  feen. 
That  will  acknowledge  none  but  Her  for  Queen. 
Then,  if  kind  chance  a  lovely  Maid  has  thrown 
Next  to  a  Youth  with  graces  like  her  own, 

*  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  is  well  known  to  have  been  indebted  to 
this  little  mark  of  gallantry  for  his  rife  at  court.     N. 

2 


ART      OF      LOVE.  15 

Much  fhe  would  learn,  and  many  quellions  afk ;  1  Go 

The  anfwers  are  the  Lover's  pleafing  tafk. 

*'  Is  that  the  man  who  made  the  French  to  fly  ? 

"  What  place  is  Blenheim  ?  is  the  Danube  nigh  ? 

"  Where  was't  that  he  with  fword  vidlorious  flood, 

"  And  made  their  trembling  fquadrons  chufe  the  flood  ? 

"  What  is  the  goU  adorns  this  royal  ftate  ?  166 

"  Is  it  not  hammer'd  all  from  Vigo's  plate  ? 

"  Don't  it  require  a  moft  prodigious  care 

**  To  manage  treafures  in  the  height  of  war  ? 

"  Muft  he  not  be  of  calmeft  truth  pofl^efl;,  170 

"  Prefides  o'er  councils  of  the  Royal  breaft  ? 

"  Sea-fights  are  furely  difmal  fcenes  of  war  ! 

"  Pray,  Sir,  were  ever  you  at  Gibraltar  ? 

"  Has  not  the  Emperor  got  fome  Envoy  here  ?        •) 

"  Won't  Danifh,  Swedifh,  Pruflian  Lords  appear?  C 

"  Who  reprefents  the  Line  of  Hanover  ?  j 

"  Don't  The  States  General  affift  them  all  ? 

"  Should  we  not  be  in  danger,  if  they  fall  ? 

"  If  Savoy's  Duke  and  Prince  Eugene  could  meet 

"  In  this  folemnity,  'twould  be  complete.  1 80 

"  Think  you  that  Barcelona  could  have  flood 

"  Without  the  hazard  of  our  nobleft  blood  ? 

"  At  Ramilies  what  enfigns  did  you  get  ? 

"  Did  many  towns  in  Flanders  then  fubmit  ? 

"  Was  it  the  Conqueror's  bufmefs  to  deftroy,       1 85 

"  Or  was  he  met  by  all  of  them  with  joy  ? 

*'  Oh,  could  my  wifli  but  fame  eternal  give, 

•'  The  laurel  on  thofe  brows  fliould  ever  live  !" 
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The  Britifli  worth  in  nothing  need  defpair. 
When  it  has  fuch  affiftance  from  the  Fair.  190 

As  Virtue  merits,  it  expedls  regard  ; 
And  Valour  flies,  where  Beauty 's  the  reward. 


PART      II. 

T  N  Love-affairs  the  Theatre  has  part. 

That  wife  and  moft  inftr lifting  fcene  of  art. 
Where  Vice  is  punilh'd  with  a  juft  reward,  195 

And  Virtue  meets  with  fuitable  regard ; 
Where  mutual  Love  and  Friendfhip  find  return,       -\ 
But  treacherous  Infolence  is  hifs'd  with  fcorn,  C 

And  Love's  unlawful  wUes  in  torment  burn.  j 

This  without  bluflies  whilft  a  virgin  fees,  ■\ 

Upon  fome  brave  fpedtator  Love  may  feize,  v 

Who,  tiWjhe  fends  it,  never  can  have  eafe.  j 

As  things  that  were  the  beft  at  firft 
By  their  corruption  grow  the  worft ; 
The  modern  Stage  takes  liberties  205 

Unfeen  by  our  forefathers'  eyes. 
As  bees  from  hive,  from  mole-hill  ants ; 
So  fvvarm  the  females  and  gallants. 
All  crowding  to  the  Comedy, 
For  to  be  feen,  and  not  to  fee.  210 

But,  though  thefe  females  are  to  blame. 
Yet  ftill  they  have  fome  native  (hame  :  - 
They  all  are  filent  till  they  're  aflc'd  ; 
And  ev'n  their  impudence  is  mafk'd  : 
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For  Nature  would  be  modeft  ftill,  215 

And  there's  reludlancy  in  will. 

Sporting  and  Plays  had  harmlefs  been. 
And  might  by  any  one  be  feen. 
Till  Romulus  began  to  fpoil  them. 
Who  kept  a  Palace,  call'd  As ylum  ;  220 

Where  Baftards,  Pimps,  and  Thieves,  and  Pandars, 
Were  lifted  all  to  be  commanders. 
But  then  the  rafcals  were  fo  poor. 
They  could  not  change  a  Rogue  for  Whore ; 
And  neighbouring  Jades  refolv'd  to  tarry,        225 
Rather  than  with  luch  Scrubs  they  'd  marry. 
But,  for  to  cheat  them,  and  be  wiv'd. 
They  knavifhly  a  farce  contriv'd. 
No  gilded  pillars  there  were  feen. 
Nor  was  the  cloth  they  trod  on  green.  230 

No  Ghofts  came  from  the  cellar  crying. 
Nor  Angels  from  the  garret  flying. 
The  Houfe  was  made  of  fticks  and  bulhes. 
And  all  the  Floor  was  ftrew'd  with  rufhes  : 
The  Seats  were  rais'd  with  turf  and  fods,         235 
Whence  Heroes  might  be  view'd,  and  Gods. 
Paris  and  Helen  was  the  Play, 
And  how  both  of  them  ran  away. 
Romulus  bade  his  varlets  go 

Invite  the  Sabines  to  his  Ihow.  240 

Unto  this  Opera  no  rate  is  : 
They  all  were  free  to  come  in  gratis  : 
And  they,  as  girls  will  feldom  mifs 
A  merry  meeting,  came  to  this. 

VOL,  XXVI.  c 
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There  was  much  wilhing,  fighing,  thinking,    245 
Not  without  whifpering,  and  winking. 
Their  pipes  had  then  no  Ihaking  touch : 
Their  fong  and  dance  were  like  the  Dutch : 
The  whole  performance  was  by  men, 
Becaufe  they  had  no  Eunuchs  then.  250 

But,  whilfl  the  mufick  brifkly  play'd, 
Romulus  at  his  cue  difplay'd 
The  fign  for  each  man  to  his  maid. 
"  Huzza!"  they  cry  ;  then  feize  :  fome  tremble 
In  real  fa£l,  though  moft  diffemble.  255 

Some  are  attempting  an  efcape. 
And  others  foftly  cry,  "  A  rape  !" 
Whilft  fome  bawl  out,  "  That  they  had  rather 
*'  Than  twenty  pound  lofe  an  old  father."         259 
Some  look  extremely  pale,  and  others  red. 
Some  wifh  they  'd  ne'er  been  born,  or  now  were  dead 
And  others  fairly  vvilh  themfelves  a-bed. 

Some  rant,  tear,  run ;  whilft  fome  fit  ftill. 
To  fhew  they  're  ravifh'd  much  againfi:  their  will. 
Thus  Rome  began;  and  now  at  laft,  265 

After  fo  many  ages  paft. 
Their  rapes  and  lewdnefs  without  fhame  ; 
Their  vice  and  villainy's  the  fame. 
Ill  be  their  fate  who  would  corrupt  the  Stage, 
And  fpoil  the  true  corredlor  of  the  age  !  270 


'] 
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PART      III. 

-vj o vv  learn  thofe  arts  which  teach  you  to  obtain 
Thofe  beauties  which  you  fee  divinely  reign. 

Though  they  by  Nature  are  tranfcendent  bright. 
And  would  be  feen  ev'n  through  the  gloom  of  night ; 
Yet  they  their  greateft  luftre  ftill  difplay,  275 

In  the  meridian  pitch  of  calmeft  day. 
'Tis  then  we  purple  view,  and  coftly  gem. 
And  with  more  admiration  gaze  on  them. 
Faults  feek  the  dark ;  they  who  by  moon-light  woo. 
May  find  their  Fair-one  as  inconftant  too.  280 

When  Modefty  fupported  is  by  Truth, 
There  is  a  boldnefs  that  becomes  your  youth. 
In  gentle  founds  difclofe  a  Lover's  care, 
'Tis  better  than  your  fighing  and  defpair. 
Birds  may  abhor  their  groves,  the  flocks  the  plain,  285 
The  Hare  grown  bold  may  face  the  Dogs  again. 
When  Beauty  don't  in  Virtue's  arms  rejoice. 
Since  Harmony  in  Love  is  Nature's  voice. 
But  harden'd  Impudence  fometimes  will  try 
At  things  which  Juftice  cannot  but  deny.  290 

Then,  what  that  fays  is  Infolence  and  Pride, 
Is  Prudence,  with  firm  Honour  for  its  guide. 

The  Lady's  counfels  often  are  betray'd 
By  trufting  fecrets  to  a  fervile  Maid, 
The  whole  intrigues  of  whofe  infidious  brain         295 
Are  bafe,  and  only  terminate  in  gain. 
c  2 
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Let  them  take  care  of  too  diiFufive  mirth ; 
Sufpicions  thence,  and  thence  attempts,  take  birth. 
Had  Ilium  been  with  gravity  employ'd. 
By  Sinon's  craft  it  had  not  been  deftroy'd.  300 

A  vulgar  air,  mean  fongs,  and  free  difcourfe,  -^ 

With  fly  insinuations,  may  prove  worfe  C 

To  tender  Females  than  the  Trojan  Horfe.  j 

Take  care  how  you  from  Virtue  flray ; 

For  Scandal  follows  the  fame  way,  305 

And  more  than  Truth  it  will  devife. 

Old  Poets  did  delight  in  lies. 

Which  modern  ones  now  ca.\l/x/rprJze. 

Some  fay  that  Myrrha  lov'd  her  Father, 

That  Byblis  lik'd  her  Brother  rather.  310 

And  in  fuch  tales  old  Greece  did  glory  : 

Amongft  the  which,  pray  take  this  Story. 
Crete  was  an  Me,  whofe  fruitful  nations 

Swarm'd  with  an  hundred  corporations. 

And  there  upon  Mount  Ida  flood  3  i  r 

•  A  venerable  fpacious  wood. 

Within  whofe  centre  was  a  grove 

Immortalia'd  by  birth  of  Jove  : 

In  vales  below  a  Bull  was  fed. 

Whom  all  the  Kine  obey'd  as  head ;  320 

Betwixt  his  horns  a  tuft  of  black  did  grow. 
But  all  the  refl  of  him  was  driven  fnow. 

(Our  tale  to  truth  does  not  confine  us.)    - 

At  the  fame  time  one  Juftice  Minos, 

That  liv'd  hard-by,  was  married  lately  ;  325 

And,  that  his  bride  might  fhew  more  flately. 
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When  through  her  pedigree  he  run. 

Found  fhe  was  daughter  to  the  Sun. 

Her  name  Pafiphae  was  hight. 

And,  as  her  Father,  ihe  was  bright.  330 

This  Lady  took  up  an  odd  fancy. 

That  with  this  Bull  Ihe  fain  would  dance  ye. 

She'd  mow  him  grafs,  and  cut  down  boughs. 

On  which  his  ftatelinefs  might  browfe. 

Whilft  thus  fhe  hedges  breaks  and  climbs,         335 

Sure  Minos  mull  have  happy  times  ! 

She  never  car'd.  for  going  fine. 

She'd  rather  trudge  among  the  Kine. 

Then  at  her  Toilet  fhe  would  fay, 

**  Methinks  I  look  bizarre  to-day.  340 

"  Sure  my  glafs  lies,  I'm  not  fo  fair  : 
"  Oh,  were  this  face  o'ergrown  with  hair  ! 
"  I  never  was  for  top-knots  born  ; 
"  My  favourites  fhould  each  be  horn.  344 

"  But  now  I'm  liker  to  a  Sow 
*'  Than,  what  I  wifh  to  be,  a  Cow  — 
*'  What  would  I  give  that  I  could  lough  ! 
"  My  BuU-y  cares  for  none  of  thofe 
"  That  are  afraid  to  fpoil  their  cloaths : 
"  Did  he  but  love  me,  he'd  not  fail  350 

"  To  take  me  with  my  draggle-tail." 

Then  tears  would  fall,  and  then  (he'd  run. 
As  would  the  Devil  upon  Dun. 
When  fhe  fome  handfome  Cow  did  fpy. 
She'd  fcan  her  form  with  jealous  eye  j  355 

c  3 
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Say,  "  How  fhe  frifks  it  o'er  the  plain, 

*'  Runs  on,  and  then  turns  back  again  ! 

"  She  feems  a  Bear  refolv'd  to  prance, 

*'  Or  a  She-afs  that  tries  to  dance. 

*'  In  vain  ftie  thinks  herfelf  fo  fine  :  360 

"  She  can't  pleafe  Bull-y,  for  he  's  mine. 

*'  But  'tis  revenge  alone  affuages 

*'  My  envy  when  the  paflion  rages. 

*'  Here,  Rafcal,  quickly  yoke  that  Cow, 

"  And  fee  the  Ihrivel'd  carrion  plough.  365 

'*  But  fecond  counfel's  beft  :   fhe  dies  :  -j 

*'  I'll  make  immediate  facrifice,  > 

"  And  with  the  vidtim  feaft  my  eyes.  3 

*'  'Tis  thus  my  Rivals  I'll  remove 

*'  Who  interpofe  'twixt  me  and  what  I  love.         370 
*'  lo  in  Egypt  's  worfliip'd  now, 
*'  Since  Jove  transform'd  her  to  a  Cow. 
*'  'Twas  on  a  Bull  Europa  came 
*'  To  that  bleft  land  which  bears  her  name. 
"  Who  knov/3  what  Fate  's  ordain'd  for  me        7 
*'  The  languifhing  Pafiphae,  > 

"  Had  I  a  Bull  as  kind  as  ftie  !"  J 

When  madnefs  rages  with  unufual  fire, 

'Tis  not  in  Nature's  power  to  quench  defire ; 

Then  Vice  transforms  man's  reafon  into  beaft,     380 

And  fo  the  monfter 's  made  the  Poet's  jell. 


ARTOFLOVE.  33 


PART     IV. 

T  E  T  Youth  avoid  the  noxious  heat  of  Wine ; 

Bacchus  to  Cupid  bears  an  ill  delign. 
The  grape,  when  fcatter'd  on  the  wings  of  Love, 
So  clogs  the  down,  the  feathers  cannot  move.      385 
The  boy,  who  otherwife  would  fleeting  ftray. 
Reels,  tumbles,  lies,  and  is  enforc'd  to  ftay. 
Then  courage  rifes,  when  the  fpirit  's  fir'd. 
And  rages  to  poflefs  the  thing  defir'd  : 
Care  vanifhes  through  the  exalted  blood,  390 

And  forrovv  pafies  in  the  purple  flood  ; 
Laughter  proceeds;  nor  can  he  want  a  foul, 
Whofe  thoughts  in  fancied  heaps  of  plenty  roll. 
Uncommon  freedom  lets  the  lips  impart 
Plain  fimple  truth  from  a  diflembling  heart.  395 

Then  to  fome  wanton  paiTion  he  mufl:  run. 
Which  his  difcreeter  hours  would  gladly  fliun ; 
Where  he  the  time  in  thoughtlefs  eafe  may  pafs. 
And  write  his  billet-doux  upon  the  glafs ; 
Whilft  finking  eyes  with  languilhment  profefs       400 
Follies  his  tongue  refufes  to  confefs. 
Then  his  good-nature  will  take  t'other  fup. 
If  flie'U  firft  kifs,  that  he  may  kifs  the  cup. 
Then  fomething  nice  and  cofJy  he  could  eat, 
Suppofing  ftill  that  flie  will  carve  the  meat.  405 

But,  if  a  Brother  or  a  Hufl^and's  by. 
Whom  the  ill-natur'd  world  may  call  a  fpy, 
c  4 
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He  thinks  it  not  below  him  to  pretend 

The  open-heartedaefs  of  a  true  friend  ; 

Gives  him  refpefl  furpaffing  his  degree:  410 

The  perfon  that  is  meant  by  all  \i  jhe. 

'Tis  thought  the  fafeil  way  to  hide  a  paflion, 

And  therefore  call'd  the  friendfliip  now  in  fafhion. 

By  fecret  figns  and  enigmatic  ftcalth. 

She  is  the  toaft  belongs  to  every  health  :  415 

And  all  the  Lover's  bufinefs  is  to  keep 

His  thoughts  from  anger,  and  his  eyes  from  fleep  : 
'  He  '11  laugh  ye,  dance  ye,  fmg  ye,  vault,  look  gay. 

And  ruffle  all  the  Ladies  in  his  play. 

But  ftill  the  Gentleman  's  extremely  fine  ;  420 

There 's  nothing  apifli  in  him  but  the  wine. 
Many  a  mortal  has  been  bit 
By  marrying  in  the  drunken  fit. 
To  lay  the  matter  plain  before  ye. 
Pray  hearken  whilll:  I  tell  my  ftory.  425 

It  happen'd  about  break  of  day 
Gnoffis  a  girl  had  loft  her  way. 
And  wander'd  up  and  down  the  Strand, 
Whereabouts  nov/  York  Buildings  ftand  : 
And  half-awak'd  fhe  roar'd  as  bad  430 

As  if  fhe  really  had  been  mad ; 
Unlac'd  her  bodJice,  and  her  gown 
And  petticoats  hung  dangling  down  : 
Her  fnoes  were  flipt,  her  ancles  bare. 

And  all  around  her  flew  her  yellow  hair.  43  5 

Oh,  cruel  Thefeus  !  can  you  go. 
And  leave  your  little  Gnoffis  fo  ? 
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You  in  your  fcuU'  did  promife  carriage. 

And  gave  me  proofs  of  future  marriage ; 

But  then  laft  night  away  did  creep,  440 

And  bafely  left  me  fail  allcep. 

Then  (he  is  falling  in  a  fit : 

But  don't  grow  uglier  one  bit. 

The  flood  of  tears  rather  fupplies 

The  native  rheum  about  her  eyes.  445 

The  bubbies  then  are  beat  again  : 

Women  in  paffion  feel  no  pain. 

What  will  become  of  me  ?  oh,  what 

Will  come  of  me  ?  oh,  tell  me  that ! 

Bacco  was  Drawer  at  the  Sun,  450 

And  had  his  belly  like  his  tun  : 
For  blubber-lips  and  cheeks  all  bloated. 
And  frizzled  pate,  the  youth  was  noted. 
He,  as  his  cuftom  was,  got  drunk. 
And  then  went  ftrolling  for  a  punk.  455 

Six  links  and  lanterns,  'caufe  'twas  dark  yet. 
He  prefs'd  from  Covent-Garden  Market: 
Then  his  next  captives  were  the  Waits, 
Who  play'd  left  he  fhould  break  their  pates. 
But,  as  along  in  ftate  he  pafles,  460 

He  met  a  fel!ow  driving  afles  : 
For  there  are  feveral  folks,  whofe  trade  is 
To  milk  them  for  confumptive  ladles. 
Nothing  would  ferve  but  get  aftrlde. 
And  the  old  Bell-man  too  muft  ride.  465 

What  with  their  hooting  Ihouting  yell. 
The  fcene  had  fomethins:  in  't  of  hell. 
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And  who  fhould  all  this  rabble  meet. 

But  Gnoiiy  drabbling  in  the  llreet  ? 

The  fright  dellroy'd  her  fpeech  and  colour,      470 

And  all  remembrance  of  her  fculler. 

Her  conduft  thrice  bade  her  be  flying : 

Her  fears  thrice  hinder'd  her  from  trying. 

Like  bullrufhes  on  fide  of  brook. 

Or  afpin  leaves,  her  joints  all  Ihook.  47 

Bacco  cry'd  out,  "  I  'm  come,  my  dear; 

*'  I'll  foon  difperfe  all  thoughts  of  fear: 

**  Nothing  but  joys  ihall  revel  here." 

Then,  hugging  her  in  brawny  arm, 

Protefted,  "   She  ftiould  have  no  harm:  480 

*'  But  rather  would  affure  her,  he 

"  Rejoic'd  in  opportunity 

"  Of  meeting  fuch  a  one  as  flie  : 

*'  And  that,  encircled  all  around 

"  With  glafs  and  candles  many  a  pound,  485 

*'  She  Ihould  with  bells  command  the  bar, 

"  And  call  her  rooms  Sun,  Moon,  and  Star: 

**  That  the  good  company  were  met, 

*'  And  fhould  not  want  a  wedding-treat." 

In  ftiort,  they  married,  and  both  made  ye,       490 

He  a  free  Landlord,  Ihe  a  kind  Landlady. 
The  Spartan  Lords  their  \'illains  would  invite 

To  an  excefs  of  drink  in  children's  fight. 

The  parent  thus  their  innocence  would  five. 

And  to  the  load  of  Wine  condemn  the  flave.        495 
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n^HE  feafon  muft  be  mark'd  for  nice  addrefs : 

A  grant  ill-tim'd  will  make  the  favour  lefs. 
Not  the  wife  Gardener  more  difcretion  needs 
To  manage  tender  plants  and  hopeful  feeds. 
To  know  when  rain,  when  warmth,  muft  guard  his 
flowers,  500 

Than  Lovers  do  to  watch  their  moft  aufpicious  hours. 
As  the  judicious  pilot  views  from  far 
The  influences  of  each  rifing  ftar. 
Where  figns  of  future  calms  or  ftorms  appear. 
When  fitting  to  be  bold,  and  when  to  fear;  505 

So  Love's  attendant  by  long  art  defcries 
The  rife  of  growing  paflion  from  the  eyes. 
Love  has  its  Feftival  as  well  as  Faft, 
Nor  does  its  Carnival  for  ever  laft. 
What  was  a  viflt,  now  is  to  intrude ;  510 

What's  civil  now,  to-morrow  will  be  rude. 
Small  figns  denote  great  things :  the  happy  man 
That  can  retrieve  a  Glove,  or  falling  Fan, 
With  grateful  joy  the  benefit  receives, 
Whllft  with  defponding  care  his  Rival  grieves.     515 

Whene'er  it  may  feem  proper  you  fliould  write. 
Let  Ovid  the  prevailing  words  indite  : 
By  Scrope  *,  by  Duke,  by  Mulgrave,  then  be  taught. 
And  Dryden's  equal  numbers  tune  your  thought. 

*  Sir  Car  Scrope,  one  of  thofe  writers  in  the  reign  of  King 

Charles  the  Second,  that  Mr.  Pope  calls 

"  The  mob  of  Gentlemen  who  write  with  eafe." 

He 
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Submifiive  voice  and  words  do  befl  agree  520 

To  their  hard  fortune  who  mull  fuppliants  be. 
It  was  by  fpeech  like  this  great  Priam  won 
Achilles'  foul,  and  fo  obtain 'd  his  fon. 

Hope  is  an  ufeful  Goddefs  in  your  cafe. 
And  will  increafe  your  fpeed  in  Cupid's  race.       525 
Though  in  its  promifes  it  fail  fometimes. 
Yet  with  frefh  refolution  ftill  it  climbs. 
Though  much  is  loll  at  play ;  yet  Ho  p  e  at  laft 
Drives  on,  and  meets  with  fome  fuccefsful  caft. 
Why  then  make  hafte ;  on  paper  ting'd  with  gold,  530 
By  quill  of  dove,  thy  love-fick  tale  unfold. 
Move  fprightly,  knowing  'tis  for  life  you  pufh : 
Your  Letter  will  not,  though  yourfelf  might  blufh. 
'Tis  no  ignoble  maxim  I  would  teach 
The  Britifn  Youth— to  ftudy  rules  of  fpeech:        535 
That  governs  cities,  that  enadls  our  laws. 
Gives  fecret  ftrength  to  jufcice  in  a  caufe. 
To  that  the  crowd,  the  judge,  the  fenate,  yield  : 
*Gainfl;  that  ev'n  Beauty  can't  maintain  the  field. 
Conceal  your  art,  and  let  your  words  appear        540 
Common,  not  vulgar;  not  too  plain,  though  clear. 
Shew  not  your  eloquence  at  the  firft  fight ; 
Bat  from  your  Ihade  rife  by  degrees  of  light. 

He  was  created  a  Baronet,  January  16,  1666.  The  greater  part 
of  his  writings  confift  of  Tranflations  from  Ovid,  Virgil,  and 
Horace,  with  fome  Love  Songs  and  Lampoons.  Some  fpecimens 
of  them  are  to  be  found  in  the  "  Seledt  Colle6lion  of  Mifcellany 
Poems,   1780."     He  died  fome  time  in  the  year  1 6S0.     N. 
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Drefs  thoughts  as  if  Love's  filence  firil:  were  broke. 
And  wounded  heart  with  trembling  pafiion  fpoke.  54? 

Suppofe  that  your  firfl:  Letter  is  fent  back; 
Yet  fhe  may  yield  upon  the  next  attack. 
If  not ;  by  art  a  Diamond  rough  in  hue 
Shall  brighten  up  all-glorious  to  the  view. 
Soft  water-drops  the  marble  will  deftroy,  550 

And  ten  years'  fiege  prove  conqueror  of  Troy. 

Suppofe  fh'  has  read,  but  then  no  anfvver  gave: 
It  is  fufficient  fhe  admits  her  flave. 
Write  on ;  for  time  the  freedom  may  obtain 
Of  having  mutual  love  fent  back  again.  555 

Perhaps  fhe  writes,  but  'tis  to  bid  you  ceafe. 
And  that  your  Imes  but  difcompofe  her  peace. 
This  is  a  ftratagem  of  Cupid's  war: 
She  'd,  like  a  Parthian,  wound  you  from  afar. 
And  by  this  art  your  conflancy  would  try  :  560 

She  's  neareft  much  when  feeming  thus  to  fly. 
Purfue  the  fair  difdain  through  every  place 
That  with  her  prefence  fhe  vouchfafes  to  grace. 
If  to  the  Play  fhe  goes,  be  there,  and  fee 
How  Love  rewarded  makes  the  Comedy.  565 

fly  to  the  Park,  if  thither  fhe  'd  retire; 
Perhaps  fome  gentle  breeze  may  fan  the  fire. 
But  if  to  Court,  then  follow,  where  you  'U  find 
Majeftic  Truth  with  facred  Hymen  joiii'd.  569 

It  is  in  vain  fome  fludy  to  profefs 
Their  inclination  by  too  nice  a  drefs. 
As  not  content  with  manly  cleaiilinefs. 
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Mien,  fliape,  or  manner,  no  addition  needs : 
There's  fomething  carelefs  that  all  art  exceeds.  574 
Adonis  from  his  lonely  folitudes,  -\ 

Rough  Thefeus  landing  from  the  briny  floods,         '^ 
Hippolitus  frefh  hunting  from  the  woods,  j 

O'er  Heroines  of  race  divine  prevail'd. 
Where  povvder'dvvig  and  fnufF-box  might  have  fail'd. 

No  youth  that 's  wife  will  to  his  figure  trull,     580 
As  if  fo  fine  to  be  accofted  firft. 
Diftrefs  muft  afk,  and  gratefully  receive: 
'Tis  Heaven  and  Beauty's  honour,  they  can  give. 
There 's  fome  have  thought  that  looking  pale  and  wan. 
With  a  fubmiffion  that  is  lefs  than  man,  585 

Might  gain  their  end ;  but  funk  in  the  attempt. 
And  found,  that  which  they  merited,  contempt. 

Gain  but  admittance,  half  your  ftory  's  told : 
There  's  nothing  then  remains  but  to  be  bold. 
Venus  and  Fortune  will  affift  your  claim;  590 

And  Cupid  dart  the  breail  at  which  you  aim. 
No  need  of  ftudied  fpeech,  or  fkilful  rules: 
Love  has  an  eloquence  beyond  the  fchools ; 
Where  fofteft  words  and  accents  will  be  found 
All  flowing  in,  to  form  the  charming  found.         595 
Of  her  you  love  bright  images  you  '11  raife : 
When  juft,  they  are  not  flattery,  but  praife. 
What  can  be  faid  too  much  of  what  is  good. 
Since  an  immortal  fame  is  Virtue's  food  ? 

For  nine  years'  fpace  Egypt  had  fruitlefs  flood,.  600 
Without  the  aid  of  Nile's  prolific  flood; 
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When  Thrafius  faid,  "  That  bleffing  to  regain, 
*•'  The  Gods  require  a  ftranger  fhould  be  flain." 
*'  Be  thou  the  man,"   (the  fierce  Bufiris  cries  :) 
*'  I'll  make  th'  advifer  his  own  facrifice  ; 
*'  Nor  can  he  blame  the  voice  by  which  he  dies. 
Perillus,  firft  and  lafl:  of 's  trade. 

For  Phalaris  a  Bull  had  made  : 

With  fire  beneath,  and  water  hot. 

He  put  the  brafier  in  the  pot,  6io 

And  gave  him,  like  an  honeft  fellow. 

Precedence  in  his  Bull  to  bellow. 
The  Tyrants  both  did  right :  No  law  more  jufi: 
Than,  "  He  that  thinks  of  ill,  fhould  feel  it  firft." 
Curft  be  their  arts,  unftudied  be  their  trade,         615 
Who  female  truth  by  falfehood  would  invade  : 
That  can  betray  a  friend  or  kinfman's  names. 
And  by  that  covert  hide  unlawful  flames : 
Whofe  eager  paffion  finds  its  fure  relief. 
When  terminating  in  another's  grief  !  620 

Carelefs  hereafter  what  they  promife  now. 
To  the  ^olian  winds  commit  their  vow  ; 
Then  cite  th'  example  of  the  faithlefs  Jove, 
Who  laughs,  they  fay,  at  perjury  in  Love. 
They  think  they  have  a  thoufand  ways  to  pleafe,  625 
Ten  thoufand  more  to  rob  the  mind  of  eafe. 
For,  as  the  earth  in  various  birth  abounds. 
Their  humour  dances  in  fantaftic  rounds ; 
Like  Proteus,  can  be  Lion,  River,  Bear, 
A  Tree,  or  any  thing  that's  fram'd  of  air.  630 
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Thus  they  lay  fnares,  thus  they  fet  ofF  their  bait 

With  all  the  fine  allurements  of  deceit. 

But  they,  who  through  this  courfe  of  mifchief  run, 
■  Will  find  that  fraud  is  various.  Virtue  one.. 

Achilles,  a  gigantic  boy,  635 

Was  wanted  at  the  liege  of  Troy  : 
His  country's  danger  did  require  him. 
And  all  the  generals  did  defire  him  : 
For  Difcord,   you  mull  know,  had  thrown 
An  Apple  where  'twas  two  to  one ;  640 

But,  if  a  ftir  was  made  about  it. 
Two  of  the  three  mull  go  without  it : 
And  fo  it  was ;  for  Paris  gave  it 
To  Venus,  who  refolv'd  to  have  it. 
(The  llory  here  would  be  too  long  :  645 

But  you  may  find  it  in  the  Song.) 
Venus,  although  not  over-virtuous. 
Yet  Hill  defigning  to  be  courteous, 
Refolved  to  procure  the  varlet 
A  flaming  and  triumphant  harlot ;  650 

Firll  ftol'n  by  one  Ihe  would  not  Hay  with. 
Then  married  to  be  run  away  with. 
Her  Paris  carried  to  his  mother ; 
And  thence  in  Greece  arofe  that  pother. 
Of  which  old  Homer,  Virgil,  Dante,  655 

And  Chaucer,  make  us  fuch  a  cant. 

It  was  a  jull  and  noble  caufe. 
The  breach  of  hofpitable  laws  : 
Though  done  to  one,  yet  common  grief 
Made  all  unite  to  feek  relief.  660 
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But,  when  they  fought  the  country  round. 
There  's  no  Achilles  could  be  found.   • 
His  mother  was  afraid  t'  have  loft  him. 
And  therefore  thus  fhe  did  accoft  him  : 
"  My  pretty  dear,  let  me  perfuade  ye  665 

"  This  once  for  to  become  a  lady. 
*'  This  petticoat  and  mantua  take, 
"  And  wear  this  nightrail  for  my  fake. 
•*  I've  made  your  knots  all  of  the  fmalleft, 
"  Becaufe  you  're  fomething  of  the  talleft.       670 
"  I'd  have  you  never  go  unlac'd, 
"  For  fear  of  fpoiling  of  your  waift. 
"  Now  languifh  on  me — fcorn  me  now  — 
**  Smile     frown — run — laugh — I  fee 'twill  do. 
"  You'd  perfedl  all  you  now  begin,  675 

**  Only  for  poking  out  your  chin." 
Him  thus  inftrufted  foon  fhe  fends 
To  Lycomede,  and  there  pretends 
It  was  a  daughter  of  a  Friend's, 
Who,  grown  full  large  by  country  feeding,      680 
Was  fent  to  her,  to  mend  her  breeding. 
Herfelf  had  now  no  child,  nor  no  man 
To  truft  but  him,  poor  lonely  woman  ! 
That  might  reward  him  well  hereafter. 
If  he  would  ufe  her  as  his  daughter.  685 

In  choice  of  names,  as  Iris,  Chloe, 
Pfyche  and  Phillis,  Ihe  took  Zoe. 
Th'  old  man  receiv'd  her,  and  expreft 
Much  kindnefs  for  his  topping  gueft  : 
Shew'd  her  his  girls  ;  faid,  "  Whilft  flie'd  ftay,  690 
•*  His  Zoe  (hould  be  us'd  as  they." 
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At  firft  there  much  referv'dnefs  part : 

But,  when  acquaintance  grew  at  laft. 

They'd  jell,  and  every  one  would  fliew 

Her  works,  which  fhe  could  never  do.  695 

One  faid,  her  fingers  were  moft  fitting 

For  the  moft  fiddling  work  of  knitting. 

Then  one  her  wedding-bed  would  make. 

And  all  muft  help  her  for  love's  fake. 

Zoe,  undreft  in  night-gown  tawdry,  700 

With  clumfy  fift  muft  work  embroidery ; 

Whilft  others  try  her  greafy  clunches 

With  ftoning  currants  in  whole  bunches. 

But  there  was  one,  call'd  Dedamy, 

Miftrufted  fomething  by  the  by,  705 

And,  fighing,  thus  one  night  fhe  faid, 

"  Why,  Zoe  may  n't  v^^e  go  to  bed  ?" 

"  Soon  as  you  pleafe,  good  Miftrefs  Ded." 

The  fleeting  months  foon  roll  about ; 
Time  came  when  murder  all  muft  out.  710 

Zoe,  for  fear  of  the  old  man. 
Into  the  army  quickly  ran  ; 
And  fav'd  the  flitting  of  his  nofe. 
By  timely  changing  of  her  cloaths. 

Thus,  vv'hilft  we  GLry's  dictates  fliun,  715 

Into  the  fnares  of  Vice  we  run ; 
And  he  that  fliould  his  country  ferve. 
And  beauty  by  his  worth  deferve. 
In  female  foftnefs  wanton  ftays. 
And  what  he  fliould  adore  betrays.  ■  720 
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•p  u  T  now,  O  happy  Youth,  thy  prize  is  found. 

And  all  thy  wifhes  with  fuccefs  are  crown'd. 
Not  lo  Psans,  when  Apollo's  prais'd; 
Not  trophies  to  vi6lorious  Grecians  rais'd; 
Not  acclamations  of  exalted  Rome,  7^5 

To  welcome  Peace  with  her  Auguftus  home ; 
Can  more  delight  a  brave  and  generous  mind. 
Than  it  mufl  you  to  fee  a  Beauty  kind  : 
The  bays  to  me  with  gratitude  you  'U  give* 
Like  Hefibd  and  like  Homer  m.ake  me  live.  730 

Thus  Pelops  on  triumphant  chariot  brought 
Hippodamy,  with  his  life's  danger  bought. 
Thus  profperous  Jafon,  rich  with  golden  fleece. 
On  Argos'  vocal  timber  fail'd  to  Greece. 

But  ftay,  fond  Youth ;  the  danger  is  not  pall:  735 
You  're  not  arriv'd  in  port,  nor  anchor  caft. 
From  you  my  heart  may  ftiil  more  bays  deferve. 
If  what  by  me  you  gain'd,  by  me  you  Ihall  preferve. 
Nor  than  the  conqueft  is  the  glory  lefs. 
To  fix  the  throne  on  that  which  you  poffefs.  740 

Now,  Erato,  divineft,  foftefl:  Mufe, 
Whofe  name  and  oifice  both  do  Love  infufe, 
Affift  my  great  defign  :  If  Venus'  Son, 
That  vagabond,  would  from  his  mother  run. 
And  then,  with  foaring  wings  and  body  light,      74^ 
Through  the  vafl  world's  extent  would  take  his  flight ; 
D  2 
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By  artful  bonds  let  me  fecure  his  ftay. 
And  make  his  univerfal  power  obey. 

Whilft  I  my  art  would  thus  improve. 
And  fondly  thought  to  (hackle  Love,  750 

Two  neighbours  that  were  {landing  by,  1 

Tormented  both  with  jealoufy,  /> 

Told  me  it  was  in  vain  to  try.  ■) 

When  one  began  his  tale,   as  thus : 

"  Perhaps  you 've  heard  of  Daedalus,         755 
"  When  Minos  would  have  made  him  ftay, 
*'  How  through  the  clouds  he  found  his  way. 
"  He  was  a  workman  wife  and  good, 
"  Building  was  what  he  underftood, 
"  Like  to  the  houfe  where  we  aft  Plays,        760 
"  He  made  a  turning  winding  maze, 

"  Fitting  to  harbour  ads  of  fin, 

"   And  put  a  Whore  and  Baftard  in. 

"   I  've  done  your  work ;  and  now  my  truft  is, 

"  Good  Sir,  that  you  will  do  me  juftice.        765 

•'   'Tis  true  I  hither  fled  for  murther  ; 

"  Let  my  misfortunes  go  no  further; 

"  Some  end  all  punifhments  fhould  have, 

"  Birth  to  the  wretch  my  country  gave  : 

*'  Let  It  afford  me  now  a  grave. 

"  Difmifs  my  fon  ;  at  leaft,  if  rather 

"  You  'd  keep  the  boy,  difmifs  his  Father. 

"  This  he  might  fay,  and  more,  or  fo ; 

"  But  Minos  would  not  let  him  go. 

"   At  this  he  was  enrag'd,  and  cried,  775 

^'  It  is  in  danger  wit  is  tried: 
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*<  Minos  poffefies  Earth  and  Sea ; 
*<  The  fky  and  fire  are  left  for  me. 
**  Pardon  my  fond  attempt,  great  Jove, 
**  If  I  approach  your  feats  above.  780 

*'  It  is  neceffity  that  draws 
**  A  new-invented  rule  for  Nature's  laws. 
"  Thus  he  began  :  Full  many  a  feather 
*'  With  twine  of  thread  he  iHtch'd  together  : 
*'   (Abundance  more  than  are  enough  785 

**  To  make  your  wife  and  mine  a  muff.) 
**  Thus  he  frames  wings,  and  nothing  lacks 
**  To  fix  the  whole,  but  melted  wax : 
*'  That  was  the  work  of  the  young  boy, 
"  Pleas'd  at  the  fancy  of  the  toy;  790 

"  Not  gueffmg,  ere  he  was  much  older, 
*'  He  fhould  have  one  upon  each  (houlder. 
"  To  whom  his  Father  :  Here's  the  Ship 
"  By  which  we  muft  from  Minos  flip. 
**  Child,  follow  me,  jull  as  I  fly  on,  795 

"  And  keep  your  eye  fix'd  on  Orion  : 
"  I  '11  be  your  guide  ;  and  never  fear, 
*'  Condudled  by  a  Father's  care. 
*'  The  Virgin  and  Bootes  fliun. 
*<  Take  heed  lefl:  you  approach  the  Sun  ;        800 
"  His  flaming  influence  will  be  felt, 
"  And  the  diffufive  wax  will  melt. 
**  The  fea  by  rifing  fogs  difcover ; 
"  O'er  that,  be  fure,  you  never  hover; 
*'  It  would  be  difficult  to  drag  805 

*'  Your  wetted  pinions,  ftiould  they  flag. 
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"  Between  them  both  the  fky  is  fair, 
'*  No  winds  or  hurricanes  are  there, 
"  But  you  may  fan  the  fleeting  air. 

"  Thus  fpeaking,  he  with  whipcord-ftrings 
"  Fallens,  and  then  extends,  the  wings:        8ii 
"  And,  when  the  youth's  completely  dreft, 
"  Jufi:  as  the  Eagle  from  her  neft 
"  By  gentle  flights  her  Eaglet  tries 
"  To  dare  the  fun,  and  mount  the  fkies  ;        815 
*'  The  Father  fo  his  Boy  prepares, 
"  Not  without  kifs  and  falling  tears. 
"  In  a  large  plain,  a  rifing  height 
"  Gives  fome  affiftance  to  their  flight. 
"  With  a  quick  fpring  and  fluttering  noife,     820 
"  They  in  the  fky  their  bodies  poife. 
"  Back  on  his  Son  the  Father  looks, 
"  Praifing  his  fwift  and  even  flrokes. 
"  Now  dreadlefs,  with  bold  art  fupplied, 
"  He  does  on  airy  billows  ride, 
"  And  fear  with  an  ambitious  pride. 
*•'  Mortals,  who  by  the  limpid  flood 
"  With  patient  angle  long  have  flood, 
"  On  the  fmooth  water's  fliining  face 
*'  See  the  amazing  creatures  pafs,  830 

*'  Look  up  afl:onifli'd,  whilft  the  reed 
"  Drops  from  the  hand  whofe  fenfe  is  dead. 
"  E-oU'd  by  the  wind's  impetuous  hafl:e 
"  They  Samos  now  and  Naxos  pafl:> 
*'  Paros,  and  Delos  bleft  abode  835 

<'  And  parent  of  the  Clarian  God  : 
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"  Lebinthus  on  their  right  hand  lies, 
"  And  fweet  Calydne's  Groves  arife, 
*'  And  fam'd  Aftypaljea's  Fens 
"  Breed  fhoals  of  filTi  in  owzy  dens  :  840 

When  the  unwary  Boy,  vvhofe  growing  years 
"  Ne'er  knew  the  worth  of  cautious  fears. 
Mounts  an  aethereal  hill,  whence  he  might  fpy 
The  lofty  regions  of  a  brighter  Iky ; 
*'  Far  from  his  Father's  call  and  aid  845 

"  His  wings  in  glittering  fire  difplay'd, 
'*  Whofe  ambient  heat  their  plume  involves, 
"  And  all  their  liquid  bands  difTolves. 
**  He  fees  his  loofen'd  pinions  drop  ; 
**  On  naked  arms  lies  all  his  hope.  850 

From  the  vafl:  concave  precipice  he  finds 
A  fwift  deftrudlion,  finking  with  the  winds. 
"  Beneath  him  lies  a  gaping  deep, 
"  Whofe  womb  is  equally  as  fteep. 
"  Then,  "  Father!   Father!"  he 'd  have  cried : 
*'  Tempefts  the  trembling  founds  divide,        856 
*'  Whilil  difmal  fear  contrads  his  breath. 
"  And  the  rough  wave  completes  his  death. 
My  Son!  my  Son!"  long  might  the  Father  cry: 
There  is  no  track  to  feek  him  in  the  fky.  860 

"  By  floating  wings  his  body  found 
"  Is  cover'd  with  the  neighbouring  ground. 
His  art,  though  not  fuccefsful,  has  its  fame. 
And  the  Icarian  feas  preferve  his  name." 

If  men  from  Minos  could  efcape,  865 

And  into  Birds  transform  their  fhape, 
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And  there  was  nothing  that  could  hold  them. 

Provided  feathers  might  be  fold  them  ; 

The  thought  from  madnefs  furely  fprings 

To  fix  a  God  that 's  born  with  wings.  870 

Quoth  t  'other  man,  "  Sir,  if  you  '11  tarry, 
*'  I  '11  tell  you  a  tale  of  my  Boy  Harry, 
"  Would  make  a  man  afraid  to  marry. 
"  Thi:  Boy  does  oft'  from  paper  white 
"  In  miniature  produce  a  Kite.  875 

"  With  tender  hands  the  wood  he  bends, 
"  On  which  the  body  he  extends : 
"  PaHe  made  of  flour  with  water  mix'd 
"  Is  the  cement  by  which  'tis  fix'd  : 
"  Then  fciffars  from  the  maid  he  '11  borrow,  880 
"  With  promife  of  return  to-morrow. 
"  With  thofe  he  paper  nicely  cuts, 
"  Which  on  the  fides  for  wings  he  puts. 
"  The  tail,  that 's  an  effential  part, 
"  He  manages  with  equal  art ;  885 

"  With  paper  fhreds  at  diftance  tied, 
"  As  not  too  near,  nor  yet  too  wide, 
*'  Which  he  to  fitting  length  extends, 
"  Till  with  a  tuft  the  fabrick  ends. 
"  Next  packthread  of  the  evened  twine,         890 
"  Or  fometimes  filk,  he'll  to  it  join, 
*'  Which,  by  the  guidance  of  his  hand, 
"  Its  rife  or  downfall  may  command ; 
**  Or  carry  meffengers  to  fee 
"  If  a'l  above  in  order  be.  895 

"  Then  wanton  Zephyrs  fan  it  till  it  rife, 
"  And  through  aethereal  rills  ploughs  up  the  azure  (kies. 
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•*   Sometimes  in  filent  fliade  of  night 
"  He  '11  make  it  fhine  with  wondrous  lielit 
"  By  lantern  with  tranfparent  folds,  goo 

"  Which  flaming  wax  in  fafety  holds. 
"  This  glittering  with  myfterious  rays 
"  Does  all  the  neighbourhood  amaze. 
"  Then  comes  the  Conjurer  o'  th'  place, 
"  With  legs  afquint  and  crooked  face,  905 

**  Who  with  his  fpying-pole  from  far 
"  Pronounces  it  a  Blazing-ftar  : 
**  That  wheat  fl^iall  fall,  and  oats  be  dear, 
"  And  barley  fhall  not  fpring  that  year: 
"  That  murrain  fhall  infeft  all  kine,  910 

"  And  meafles  will  deflroy  the  fwine  : 
"  That  fair  maids'  fweethearts  fhall  fall  dead 
**  Before  they  lofe  their  maidenhead  ; 
"  And  widows  fhall  be  forc'd  to  tarry 
"  A  month  at  leaft  before  they  marry.  915 

"  But,  whilil  the  fool  his  thought  enjoys, 
*'  The  whole  contrivance  was  my  Boy's. 
**  Now,  mark  me,  'twas  from  fuch-like  things 
"  The  Poets  fram'd  out  Cupid's  wings.  919 

"  If  a  Child's  nature  thus  can  foar,  '\ 

*'  A  id  all  this  lies  within  his  power,  > 

**  His  mother  furely  can  do  more.  3 

"   Pray  tell  me  what  is  to  be  done, 
"  If  (he'll  with  Cuckold-makers  run.  924. 

"  No  watchful  care  of  jealous  eye  •> 

"  Can  hinder,  if  ef:ape  fhe'll  try  ;  > 

"  The  Kite  will  to  her  carrion  fly."  J 
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Where  native  Modelly  the  mind  fecures. 
The  Hufband  has  no  need  of  locks  and  doors  ; 
The  fpecious  Comet,  fram'd  by  Jealoufy,  930 

Will  prove  delufion  all,  and  all  a  lye. 
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■^OT  all  the  Herbs  by  fage  Medea  found, 

NotMarfan  drugs,  though  mixtwith  magickfound. 
Not  philtres  ftudied  by  Thcffalian  art. 
Can  fix  the  mind,  and  conftancy  impart.  935 

Could  thefe  prevail,  Jafon  had  felt  their  charms ; 
Ulyfles  ftill  had  died  in  Circe's  arms. 
Continue  lovely,  if  you'll  be  belov'd  : 
Virtue  from  Virtue's  bands  is  ne'er  remov'd. 
Like  Nireus  beautiful,  like  Hylas  gay  ;  940 

By  Time  the  blooming  outlide  will  decay. 
See  Hyacinth  again  of  form  bereft. 
And  only  thorns  upon  the  rofe-tree  left, 
't'hen  lay  up  floras  of  learning  and  of  wit, 
Whofe  fame  fhall  fcorn  the  Acherontic  pit,  945 

And,  whilft  thofe  fleeting  fliadows  vainly  fly. 
Adorn  the  better  part  which  cannot  die. 

Ulyfles  had  no  magick  in  his  face; 
But  then  his  eloquence  had  charming  grace. 
Such  as  could  force  itfelf  to  be  believ'd,  950 

And  all  the  watery  Goddefles  deceiv'd  : 
To  whom  Calypfo  from  her  widow 'd  fliore 
Sends  him  thefe  fighs,  which  furious  tempefts  bore. 
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*'  Your  paffage  often  I  by  art  delay'd 
*'  Oblig'd  you  more,  the  more  to  be  betray 'd.     955 
"  Here  you  have  often  on  tliis  rolling  fand 
*'  Defcrib'd  your  fcene  of  war  with  flender  wand. 
"  Here  's  Troy,  and  this  circumference  its  walls : 
*'  Here  Simois  gently  in  the  ocean  falls : 
"  Here  lies  my  camp :  thefe  are  the  fpacious  fields  960 
*'  Where  to  this  fword  the  crafty  Dolon  yields. 
*'  This  of  Sithonian  Rhefus  is  the  tent. — 
*'  On  with  the  pleafmg  tale  your  language  went, 
"  When  a  tenth  wave  did  with  one  flafh  deftroy 
"  The  platform  of  imaginary  Troy.  965 

"  By  fear  like  this  I  would  enforce  your  ftay, 
*'  To  fee  what  names  the  waters  tofs'd  av/ay. 
*'  I  took  you  cafi:  up  helplefs  by  the  fea :  ") 

"  Thoufands  of  happy  hours  you  pafs'd  with  me;   > 
"  No  mention  made  of  old  Penelope.  j 

"  On  adamant  our  wrongs  we  all  engrave,  gji 

"  But  write  our  benefits  upon  the  wave. 
"  Why  then  be  gone,  the  feas  uncertain  trufl: ; 
"  As  I  fonndyou,  fo  may  you  find  them  jufl. 
"  Dying  Calypfo  muft  be  left  behind,  975: 

*'  And  all  your  vows  be  wafted  with  the  wind." 

Fond  are  the  hopes  he  (hould  be  conftant  now. 
Who  to  his  tendereft  part  had  broke  his  vow. 
By  artful  charms  the  Miftrefs  ftrives  in  vain  "y 

The  loofe  inconftant  wanderer  to  gain.  V 

Shame  is  her  entrance,  and  her  end  is  pain.  j 
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PART        VIII. 

jNDULGENCE  foon  takes  with  a  noble  mind : 
Who  can  be  harfh,  that  fees  another  kind? 
Moll  times  the  greateft  art  is  to  comply 
In  granting  that  which  juftice  might  deny.  985 

We  form  our  tender  plants  by  foft  degrees. 
And  from  a  warping  ftem  raife  Ilately  trees. 
To  cut  th'  oppofing  waves,  we  ftrive  in  vain;  "^ 

But,  if  we  rife  with  th:m,  and  fall  again,  > 

The  wiih'd-for  land  with  eafe  we  may  attain.  J 

Such  complaifance  will  a  rough  humour  bend;      991 
And  yielding  to  one  failure  fave  a  friend. 
MUdnefs  and  temper  have  a  force  divine. 
To  make  ev'n  paffion  v\ith  their  nature  join. 
The  Hawk  we  hate,  as  living  ftill  in  arms,  995 

And  Wolves  affiduous  in  the  Shepherd's  harms. 
The  fociable  Swallow  has  no  fears  :  "^ 

Upon  our  towers  the  Dove  her  nell  prepares,  > 

And  both  of  them  live  free  from  human  fnares.       j 
Far  from  loud  rage  and  echoing  noife  of  fights   1 000 
The  fofteft  Love  in  gentle  found  deHghts. 
Smooth  mirth,  bright  fmiles,  calm  peace,  arid  flowing 

jo/' 
Are  the  companions  of  the  Paphian  boy : 

Such  as  when  Hymen  firft  his  mantle  fpread        1004 

All  o'er  the  facred  down  which  made  the  bridal  bed. 
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Thefe  blandifhments  keep  Love  upon  the  wing. 
His  prefence  frefli,  and  always  in  the  fpring : 
This  makes  a  profpeft  endlefs  to  the  view. 
With  light  that  rifes  ftill,  and  ftill  is  new; 
At  your  approach,  find  every  thing  ferene,  loio 

Like  Paphos  honour'd  by  the  Cyprian  Queen, 
Who  brings  along  her  daughter  Harmony, 
With  Mufes  fprung  from  Jove,  and  Graces  Three. 
Birds  fhot  by  you,  Fifh  by  your  angle  caught. 
The  Golden  Apples  from  Hefperia  brought,       1015 
The  blufhing  Peach,  the  fragrant  Nedlareens, 
Laid  in  frefh  beds  of  flowers  and  fcented  greens. 
Fair  Lilies  ftrew'd  with  bloody  Mulberries, 
Or  Grapes  whofe  juice  made  Bacchus  reach  the  fides. 
May  oftentimes  a  grateful  prefent  make,  1020 

Not  for  the  value,  but  the  giver's  fake. 

Perhaps  {he  may  at  vacant  hours  perufe 
The  happy  product  of  your  eafy  Mufe. 
Far  from  intrigue  and  fcandal  be  your  verfe; 
But  praife  of  virgin-modefty  rehearfe;  1025 

Maufolus  by  his  confort  deified; 
How  for  Admetus  blefl  Alceftis  died. 
Since  Overbury's  "  Wife*,"  no  Poets  feem 
T'  have  chofe  a  wifer  or  a  nobler  theme. 

You'd  help  a  neighbour,  would  a  friend  prefer;  1030 
Pardon  a  fervant,  let  all  come  from  her. 

*  This  poem,  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  for  the  Earl  of 
Somerfet,  is  the  charafter  of  a  good  woman,  juft  the  reverfe  of  the 
lady  that  his  friend  married.  It  is  printed  with  his  Characters, 
Sec.  and  had  gone  through  fixteen  editions  in  1638.     N. 
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Thus  what  you  grant  if  fhe  muft  recommend, 

'Twill  make  a  mutual  gift  and  double  friend. 

So,  when  pale  Want  is  craving  at  the  door. 

We  fend  our  favourite  foA  to  help  the  poor;        1035 

Pleas 'd  with  their  grateful  prayers  that  he  may  live. 

And  find  what  heavenly  pleafure  'tis  to  give. 

Praife  all  her  adlions,  think  her  drefs  is  fine ; 

Embroideries  with  gold,  pearl,  diamonds,  join 

Your  wealth  does  beft,  when  plac'd  on  beauty,  fhine 

If  Ihe  in  tabby  waves  encircled  be,  1041 

Think  Amphytrite  rifes  from  the  fea. 

If  by  her  the  purpurea!  velvet 's  worn. 

Think  that  fhe  rifes  like  the  blufh  of  morn. 

And,  when  her  filks  afar  from  Indus  come,         1045 

Wrought  in  Chinefe  or  in  the  Perfian  loom. 

Think  that  fhe  then  like  Pallas  is  array 'd. 

By  whofe  myfterious  art  the  wheel  was  made. 

Each  day  admire  her  diiFerent  graceful  air. 

In  which  Ihe  winds  her  bright  and  flowing  hair.   1050 

With  her  when  dancing,  let  your  genius  fly : 

When  in  her  fong  the  note  expires,  then  die. 

If  in  the  Autumn,  when  the.wafl:ing  year 
Its  plenty  fliews,  that  foon  muft  difappear; 
When  fwelling  Grape  and  Peach  with  lovely  hue,  1 05  5 
And  Pear  and  Apple,  frefli  with  fragrant  dew. 
By  tempting  look  and  tafte  perhaps  invite 
That  which  we  feldom  rule,  our  appetite ; 
When  noxious  heat  and  fudden  cold  divides 
The  time  o'er  which  bale  influence  prefides;      1060 
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Her  feverilh  blood  fhould  pulfe  unufual  find. 
Or  vaporous  damps  of  fpleen  fhould  fink  her  mind; 
Then  is  the  time  to  fhew  a  Lover's  cares : 
Sometimes  enlarge  her  hopes,  contradl  her  fears ; 
Give  the  falubrious  draughts  with  your  own  hand; 
Perfuafion  has  the  force  of  a  command.  1066 

Watch,  and  attend;  then  your  reward  will  prove. 
When  fhe  recovers,  full  increafe  of  Love. 
Far  from  this  Love  is  haughty  pride. 

Which  ancient  Fables  beft  deride;  1070 

Women  imperious,  void  of  fhame. 

And  carelefs  of  their  Lovers'  fame. 

Who  of  tyrannic  follies  boall. 

Tormenting  him  that  loves  them  moft. 

When  Hercules,  by  labours  done,  io75 

Had  prov'd  himfelf  to  be  Jove's  fon. 

By  peace  which  he  to  Earth  had  given, 

Deferv'd  to  have  his  reft  in  Fleaven; 

Envy,  that  ftrives  to  be  unjuft, 

Refolv'd  to  mortify  him  firfl ;  1080 

And,  that  he  fhould  enamour'd  be 

Of  a  proud  jilt  call'd  Omphale, 

Who  fhould  his  Herofhip  expofe 

By  fpinning  hemp  in  women's  cloaths. 

Her  mind  fhe  did  vouchfafe  one  day  1085 

Thus  to  her  Lover  to  difplay  : 

"  Come  quickly.  Sir,  off  with  this  Skin : 

"  Think  you  I '11  let  a  Tanner  in? 

"  If  you  of  Lions  talk,  or  Boars, 

*'  You  certainly  turn  out  of  doors*  1090 
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*'  Your  club's  abundantly  too  thick 

*'  For  one  fliall  move  a  iiddle-ftick. 

"  What  fhould  you  do  with  all  thofe  arrows  ? 

"  I  will  have  nothing  kill'd  but  Sparrows. 

*'  Heccy,  this  day  you  may  remember;  lOpS 

"  For  you  fhall  fee  a  Lady's  chamber. 

"  Let  me  be  rightly  underftood  : 

"  What  I  intend  is  for  your  good. 

"  In  boddice  I  defign  to  lace  ye, 

"  And  fo  among  my  Maids  I  '11  place  ye.        i  loo 

"  When  you're  genteeler  grown,  and  thinner, 

*'  May  be  I  '11  call  you  up  to  dinner. 

**  With  arms  fo  brawny,  fifts  fo  red, 

•'  You'll  fcrub  the  rooms,  or  make  the  bed. 

*'  You  can't  ftick  pins,  or  frieze  my  hair.        1 105 

"  Blefs  me  !  you  've  nothing  of  an  air. 

"  You'll  ne'er  come  up  to  working  point: 

**  Your  fingers  all  feem  out  of  joint. 

"  Then,  befides,  Heccy,  I  mull  tell  ye, 

"  An  idle-hand  has  empty  belly :  1 1  lO 

"  Therefore  this  morning  I  '11  begin, 

"  Try  how  your  clumlinefs  will  fpin. 

"  You  are  my  fhadow,  do  you  fee : 

"  Your  hope,  your  thought,  your  wifh,  all  be 

"  Invented  and  control'd  by  me. 

**  Look  up  whene'er  I  laugh;  look  down        1 1 16 

*'  With  trembling  horror,  if  I  frown. 

"  Say  as  I  fay :  fcrvants  can't  lie. 

"  Your  truth  is  my  propriety. 
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"  Nay,  you  fhould  be  to  torture  brought,       1 1 20 
Were  I  but  jealous  you  tranfgrell  in  thought; 
Or  if  from  Jove  your  fmgle  wifh  Iliould  crave 
The  fate  of  not  continuing  Hill  my  {lave. 

"  There  is  no  Lover  that  is  wife 
"  Pretends  to  win  at  cards  or  dice.  1 125 

*'  'Tis  for  his  Miftrefs  all  is  thrown  : 
"  Th' ill-fortune  his,  the  good  her  own. 
"  Melanion,  whilom  lovely  youth, 
"  Fam'd  for  his  valour  and  his  truth, 
*'  Whom  every  beauty  did  adorn  1 130 

*'  Frefh  as  Aurora's  blufhing  morn, 
"  Into  the  horrid  woods  is  run, 
*'  Where  he  ne'er  fees  the  ray  of  fun, 
*'  Nor  to  his  palace  dares  return, 
"  Where  he  for  Pfyche's  love  did  burn,  1135 

**  And  found  corredlion  at  her  hands 
*'  For  difobeying  juft  commands; 
*'  But  mull  his  filent  penance  do  -j 

*'  For  once  not  buckling  of  her  Ihoe  :  > 

*'  A  good  example,  child,  for  you.  } 

"  Which  fhews  you,  when  we  have  our  fool,     1141 
*'  We  've  policy  enough  to  rule : 
*'  I  might  have  made  you  fuch  a  fellow, 
"  As  fhould  have  carried  my  umbrella, 
**  Or  bore  a  flambeau  by  my  chair,  1 145 

*'  And  bade  the  mob  not  come  too  near; 
*'  Or  lay  the  cloth,  or  wait  at  table ; 
*•  Nay,  been  a  helper  in  the  liable. 
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"  To  my  commands  obedience  pay 
"  At  dead  of  night,  or  break  of  day.  iico 

**  Speed  is  your  province ;  if  'tis  I 
"  That  bid  you  run,  you  ought  to  fly. 
"  He  that  Love's  nimble  paffion  feels 
**  Will  foon  outftrip  my  chariot  wheels.  ^  ^5+ 

"  Through  Dog-Har's  heat  he  '11  tripping  go,     -% 
"  Nor  leaves  he  print  upon  the  fnow.  C 

"  The  wind  itfelf  to  him  is  flow.  J 

"  He  that  in  Cupid's  wars  vvould  fight, 
*'  Grief,  winter,  dirty  roads,  and  night, 
*'  A  bed  of  earth  midfl:  fliowers  of  rain,  1160 

"  After  no  fupper,  are  his  gain. 
"  Bright  Phoebus  took  Admetus'  pay, 
"  And  in  a  little  cottage  lay : 
"  All  this  he  did  for  fear  of  Jove; 
**  And  who  would  not  do  more  for  Love  f        1 165 
"  If  entrance  is  by  locks  denied, 
•'  Then  tlirough  the  roof  or  window  Aide. 
*<  Leander  each  night  fwam  the  feas, 
"  That  he  might  thereby  Hero  pleafe. 
*'  Perhaps  I  may  be  pleas'd  to  fee  1170 

*'  Your  life  in  danger,  when  for  me. 
**  You  '11  find  my  fervants  in  a  row ;  "j 

"  Remember  then  you  make  your  bow;  \ 

"  For  they  are  your  fuperiors  now.  3 

*'  No  matter  if  you  do  engage  •    I175 

"  My  Porter,  Woman,  favourite  Page, 
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"  My  Dog,  my  Parrot,  Monkey,  Black, 
**  Or  any  thing  that  does  partake 
*'  Of  that  admittance  which  you  lack. 
*'  But  after  all  you  mayn't  prevail,  n8o 

"  And  your  moft  glittering  hopes  may  fail : 
■"  For  Ceres  does  not  always  yield 
"  The  crop  entrufted  to  the  field. 
*'  Fair  gales  may  bring  you  to  a  coaft 
*'  Where  you  '11  by  hidden  rocks  be  loft.  1185 

"  Love  is  tenacious  of  its  joys, 
*'  Gives  fmall  reward  for  great  employs; 
"  But  has  as  many  griefs  in  ftore 
*'  As  (hells  by  Neptune  caft  on  fliore; 
*'  As  Athos  Hares,  as  Hybia  Bees,  1190 

*'  Olives  on  the  Palladian  trees. 
*'  And,  when  his  angry  arrows  fall, 
*'  They're  not  found  ting'd  with  common  gall. 
*'  You're  told  I  'm  not  at  home,  'tis  true : 
**  I  may  be  there,  but  not  for  you ; 
"  And  I  may  let  you  fee  it  too. 
"  Perhaps  I  bid  you  come  at  night : 
"  If  the  door 's  fhut,  ftay  till  'tis  light. 
"  Perhaps  my  Maid  fhall  bid  you  go  : 
"  A  thing  fhe  knows  you  dare  not  do.  1200 

"  Your  rival  Ihall  admiffion  gain, 
"  And  laugh  to  fee  his  foe  in  pain. 
**  All  this  and  more  you  muft  endure, 
"  If  you  from  me  expedl  a  cure. 
*'  'Tis  fitting  I  fhould  fearch  the  wound,         1205 
**  Left  all  your  danger  be  not  found." 

£  2 
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When  eafy  fondnefs  meets  with  woman's  pride. 
Nothing  which  that  can  afk  muft  be  denied. 
He  that  enjoy'd  the  names  of  great  and  brave 
Is  pleas 'd  to  feem  a  female  and  a  Have  :  \2\o 

The  Hero,  number'd  with  the  gods  before, 
Is  fo  debas'd  as  to  be  man  no  more. 


PART       IX. 

xjOT  by  the  fail  with  which  you  put  to  fea 

Can  you  where  Thetis  fwells  conduced  be ; 
To  the  fame  port  you  '11  different  paflage  find,    1 215 
And  fill  your  fheets  ev'n  with  contrarious  wind. 
You  nurs'd  the  Fawn,  now  grown  Stag  wondrous  big. 
And  fleep  beneath  the  fliade  you  knew  a  twig. 
The  bubbling  fpring,  increas'd  by  floods  and  rain. 
Rolls  with  impetuous  ftream,  and  foams  the  main: 
So  Love  augments  in  juft  degrees;  at  length       1221 
By  nutrimental  fires  it  gains  its  flrength. 
Daily  till  midnight  let  kind  looks  or  fong. 
Or  tales  of  love,  the  pleafing  hours  prolong. 
No  wearinefs  upon  their  blifs  attends  1225 

Whom  marriage-vows  have  render'd  more  than  friends. 
So  Philomels,  of  equal  mates  pofTeft,  "^ 

With  a  congenial  heat,  and  downy  reft,  > 

And  care  inceffant,  hover  o'er  their  nefl :  j 

Hence  from  their  eggs  (fmall  worlds  whence  all  things 
fpring)  1230 

Produce  a  race  by  nature  taught  to  fing ; 
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Who  ne'er  to  this  harmonious  air  had  come. 
Had  their  parental  love  ftray'd  far  from  home. 
By  a  fhort  abfence  mutual  joys  increafe  : 
'Tis  from  the  toils  of  war  we  value  peace.  1235 

When  Jove  a  while  the  fruitful  fhower  rellrains. 
The  field  on  his  return  a  brighter  verdure  gains. 
So  let  not  grief  too  much  dirturb  thofe  hearts. 
Which  for  a  while  the  war  or  bufinefs  parts. 
'Tvvas  hard  to  let  Protefilaus  go,  1240 

Who  did  his  death  by  oracles  foreknow. 
Ulyfles  made  indeed  a  tedious  flay. 
His  twenty  winters'  abfence  was  delay ; 
But  happinefs  revives  with  his  return. 
And  Hymen's  altars  with  frelh  incenfe  burn:      1245 
Tales  of  his  fhip,  her  web,  they  both  recount; 
Pleas 'd  that  their  wedlock  faith  all  dangers  could  fur- 
mount. 
Make  thou  fpeed  back ;  hafte  to  her  longing  arms : 
She  may  have  real  or  impending  harms. 
There  are  no  minutes  in  a  Lover's  fears :  1250 

They  meafure  all  their  time  by  months  and  years. 
Poets  are  always  Virtue's  friends, 

'Tis  what  their  Mufe  flill  recommends: 

But  then  the  fatal  track  it  Ihows 

Where  devious  vice  through  trouble  goes.     1255 
They  tell  us,  how  a  hufband's  care 

Neglefted  leaves  a  wife  too  fair 

In  hands  of  a  young  fpark,  call'd  Paris; 

And  how  the  beauteous  ttuft  mifcarries. 
E  3 
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With  kindnefs  he  receives  the  youth,  1260 

Whofe  modeft  looks  might  promife  truth : 

Then  gives  him  opportunity 

To  throw  the  fpecious  vizard  by. 

The  man  had  things  to  be  adjulted. 

With  which  the  wife  fnould  not  be  trufted;    1265 

And,  whilft  he  gave  himfelf  the  loofe. 

Left  her  at  home  to  keep  the  houfe. 
When  Helen  faw  his  back  was  turn'd. 

The  devil  a  bit  the  gipfy  mourn'd. 

Says  fhe,  *'  'Tis  his  fault  to  be  gone;  1270 

**  It  {ha'n't  be  mine  to  lie  alone. 

*'  A  vacant  pillow 's  fuch  a  jeft, 

"  That  with  it  I  could  never  reft. 

"  He  ne'er  conlider'd  his  own  danger, 

"  To  leave  me  with  a  handfome  ftranger.      1275 

"  Wolves  would  give  good  account  of  Sheep, 

"  Left  to  their  vigilance  to  keep. 
"  Pray  who,  except  'twere  Geefe  or  Widgeons, 
"  Would  hire  a  Hawk  to  guard  their  Pidgeons  ? 

"  Suppofing  then  it  might  be  faid  12S0 

"  That  Menelaus  now  were  dead  : 

"  A  pretty  figure  I  fhould  make 

"  To  go  in  mourning  for  his  fake. 

"  She  that  in  widow's  garb  appears,  - 

"  Efpecially  when  at  my  years, 

*'  May  feem  to  be  at  her  laft  prayers. 

"  But  I  '11  iHU  have  my  heart  divided 

"  'Twixt  one  to  lofe,  and  one  provided. 
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"  He  that  is  gone,  is  gone :  lefs  fear 

"  Of  wanting  him  that  1  have  here."  1290 

The  fequel  was  the  Fire  of  Troy 
Brought  to  deftrudtion  by  this  Boy. 

They  fell  us,  how  a  Wife  provok'd. 
And  to  a  brutifh  Hulhand  yok'd. 
Who,  by  diftrafting  paffion  led,  ^295 

Scorns  all  her  charms,  and  flies  her  bed. 
When  on  her  Rival  fhe  has  feiz'd. 
Seems  with  a  fecret  horror  pleas'd. 
They  then  defcribe  her  like  fome  Boar 
Plunging  his  tufk  in  MaftifF's  gore;  1 300 

Or  Lionefs,  whofe  ravifh'd  whelp 
Roars  for  his  Mother's  furious  help ; 
Or  Bafilifk  when  rouz'd,  whofe  breath. 
Teeth,  fting,  and  eye-balls,  all  are  death; 
Like  franticks  ftruck  by  magick  rod  1305 

Of  fome  defpis'd  avenging  God: 
Make  her  through  blood  for  vengeance  run. 
Like  Progne  facrifice  her  fon; 
And  like  Medea  dart  thofe  fires 
By  which  Creufa's  ghoft  expires.  1310 

Then  let  her  with  exalted  rage 
Her  grief  with  the  fame  crimes  affuage. 
To  heighten  and  improve  the  curfe, 
Becaufe  he 's  bad,  they  make  her  worfe. 
So  Tyndaris  diffolves  in  tears,  1 3 1 5 

When  firft  (he  of  Chryfeis  hears ; 
But,  when  Lyrneffis  captive's  led. 
And  ravifh'd  to  defile  her  bed, 
E  4 
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Her  patience  leflens  by  degrees ;  -\ 

But,  when  at  laft  fhe  PriameVs  fees,  C 

Revenge  does  to  ^gyftus  fly  for  eafe;  j 

In  his  adulterous  arms  does  plots  difclofe,  -j 

Which  fill  Mycense  with  llupendous  woes,  > 

And  parricide  and  hell  around  her  throws,  J 

Ye  Heavenly  Powers !  the  female  truth  preferye. 
And  let  it  not  from  native  goodnefs  fwerve ;        1326 
And  let  no  wanton  toys  become  the  caufe 
Why  men  Ihould  break  Hymen's  eternal  laws ; 
But  let  fuch  fables  and.fuch  crimes  remain 
Only  as  fiftions  of  the  Poet's  brain;  133° 

Yet  marks  fet  up  to  fhun  thofe  dangerous  flielves 
On  which  deprav'd  mankind  might  v^^reck  themfelves  ! 


PART      X. 

A  T  firft,  the  liars,  the  air,  the  earth,  and  deep. 
Lay  all  confus'd  in  one  unorder'd  heap; 
Till  Love  Eternal  did  each  being  ftrike  1335 

With  voice  Divine,  to  march,  and  feek  its  Like. 
Then  feeds  of  Heavens,  then  Air  ofvapourous  found. 
Then  fertile  Earth  circled  with  Waters  round. 
On  which  the  Bird,  the  Beaft,  the  Fifh,  might  move. 
All  center'd  in  that  univerfal  Love.  ]'34'^ 

Then  Man  was  fram'd  with  foul  of  godlike  ray. 
And  had  a  nobler  fhare  of  Love  than  they  : 
To  him  was  Woman,  crown'd  with  virtue,  given. 
The  moll  immediate  work  and  care  of  Heaven. 
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Whilft  thus  my  darling  thoughts  in  raptures  fung, 
Apollo  to  my  fight  in  vifion  fprung.  ^34^ 

His  lyre  with  golden  firings  his  touch  commands. 
And  wreaths  of  laurel  flourifli  in  his  hands. 
Says  he,  "  You  Bard  that  of  Love's  precepts  treat, 
"  Your  art  at  Delphi  you  will  bell  complete.       1350 
"  There  's  a  lliort  maxim,  prais'd  when  underftood, 
"  Ufeful  in  praftice,  and  divinely  good, 
*'  Let  each  man  know  himself:  ftrive  to  excel : 
**  The  pleafure  of  the  blell  is  doing  well. 

"  'Tis  vvifdom  to  difplay  the  ruling  grace.       ^355 
"  Some  men  are  happy  in  a  charming  face : 
"  Know  it,  but  be  not  vain.     Some  manly  Ihow 
"  By  the  exploded  gun  and  nervous  bow. 
**  There  let  them  prove  their  fkill  ;  perhaps  fome  heart 
"  May  find  that  every  (hot  is  Cupid's  dart.         1360 
"  The  prudent  Lover,  if  his  talent  lies 
"  In  eloquence,  e'nt  talkative,  but  wife  ; 
*•  So  mixes  words  delicious  to  the  ear, 
"  That  all  muft  be  perfuaded  who  can  hear. 
♦*  He  that  can  fmg,  let  him  with  pleafmg  found,  1365 
"  Though  'tis  an  air  that  is  not  mortal,  wound. 
"  Let  not  a  Poet  my  own  art  refufe : 
"  I'll  come,  and  bring  aflirtance  to  his  Mufe.'* 

But  never  by  ill  means  your  fortune  pulh. 
Nor  raife  your  credit  by  another's  blufh.  ^37^ 

The  fecret  rites  of  Ceres  none  profane. 
Nor  tell  what  Gods  in  Samo-thracia  reign. 
'Tis  virtue  by  grave  filence  to  conceal 
What  talk  without  difcretion  would  reveal. 
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For  fault  like  this  now  Tantalus  does  lie  1375 

In  midft  of  fruits  and  water,  ftarv'd  and  dry. 
But  Cytherea's  modefty  requires 
Moft  care  to  cover  all  her  lambent  fires. 

Love  has  a  pleafing  turn,  makes  that  feem  beft. 
Of  which  our  lawful  wifhes  are  poflefl.  1380 

Andromeda,  of  Libyc  hue  and  blood,  -j 

Was  chain'd  a  prey  to  monfters  of  the  flood :  > 

Wing'd  Perfeus  faw  her  beauty  through  that  cloud.  J 
Andromache  had  large  majeftic  charms ; 
Therefore  was  fitteft  grace  to  godlike  Hedlor's  arms. 
Beauties  in  fmaller  airs  bear  like  commands,        1386 
And  wondrous  Magick  afts  by  flendereft  wands. 
Like  Cybele  fome  bear  a  mother's  fway, 
Whilft  infant  Gods  and  Heroines  obey. 
Some  rule  like  ftars  by  guidance  of  their  eyes,    1390 
And  others  pleafe  when  like  Minerva  wife. 
Love  Vv'ill  from  Heaven,  Art,  Nature,  Fancy,  raife 
Something  that  may  exalt  its  Confort's  praife. 
There  will  be  little  jealoufies. 

By  which  Love's  art  its  fubjedls  tries.  1395 

They  think  it  languifhes  with  reft. 

But  rifes,  like  the  palm,  oppreft. 

And  as  too  much  profperity 

Often  makes  way  for  luxury, 

Till  we,  by  turn  of  fortune  taught,  1400 

Have  wifdom  by  experience  bought :  •    , 

So,  when  the  hoary  afhes  grow 

Around  Love's  coals,  'tis  time  to  blow : 
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And  then  its  craftinefs  is  fhewn. 
To  raife  your  cares,  to  hide  its  own  j  H°5 

And  have  you  by  a  rival  croft. 
Only  in  hopes  you  mayn't  be  loft. 
Sometimes  they  fay  that  you  are  faulty. 
And  that  they  know  where  you  were  naughty  ; 
And  then  perhaps  your  eyes  they  'd  tear,  -j 

Or  elfe  dilacerate  your  hair,  % 

Not  fo  much  for  revenge  as  fear.  3 

But  ftie  perhaps  too  far  may  run. 
And  do  what  ihe  would  have  you  Ihun, 
Of  which  there's  a  poetic  ftory  *4I5 

That,  if  you  pleafe,  I  '11  lay  before  you. 

Old  Juno  made  her  Jove  comply 
For  fear,  not  afking  when  or  why. 
Unto  a  certain  fort  of  matter. 
Marrying  her  fon  unto  his  daughter :  1420 

And  fo  to  bed  the  couple  went. 
Not  with  their  own,  but  friends'  confent. 
This  Vulcan  was  a  Smith,  they  tell  us. 
That  firft  invented  tongs  and  bellows  ; 
For  breath  and  fingers  did  their  works  1425 

(We  'd  fingers  long  before  we  'd  forks) ; 
Which  made  his  hands  both  hard  and  brawny. 
When  wafti'd,  of  colour  orange-tawny. 
His  whole  complexion  was  a  fallow. 
Where  black  had  not  deftroy'd  the  yellow.    1430 
One  foot  was  clump'd,  which  was  the  ftronger, 
T  'other  fpiny,  though  much  longer  ; 
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So  both  to  the  proportion  come 

Of  the  fore-finger  and  the  thumb. 

In  fhort,  the  whole  of  him  was  nally,  1435 

Ill-natur'd,  vain,  imperious,  hafty: 

Deformity  alike  took  place 

Both  in  his  manners  and  his  face. 

Venus  had  perfedl  ihape  and  fize  ; 

But  then  Ihe  was  not  over-wife  :  ^44^ 

For  fometimes  Ihe  her  knee  is  crimping. 

To  imitate  th'  old  man  in  limping. 

Sometimes  his  dirty  paws  fhe  fcorns, 

Whilil:  her  fair  fingers  fliew  his  horns. 

But  Mars,  the  Bally  of  the  place,  is  *445 

The  chiefeft  fpark  in  her  good  graces. 

At  firft  they  're  fhy,  at  laft  grow  bolder. 

And  conjugal  affedtion  colder. 

They  car'd  not  what  was  faid  or  done. 

Till  impudence  defy'd  the  Sun.  H5° 

Vulcan  was  told  of  this  ;  quoth  he, 
"  Is  there  fuch  roguery  ?    I  '11  fee  !" 
He  then  an  iron  net  prepar'd. 
Which  he  to  the  bed's  teller  rear'd  ; 
Which,  when  a  pully  gave  a  fnap,  1 45  5 

Would  fall,  and  make  a  cuckold's  trap. 
All  thofe  he  plac'd  in  the  beil  room. 
Then  feign'd  that  he  muft  go  from  home ; 
For  he  at  Lemnos  forges  had. 
And  none  but  he  to  mind  the  trade.  1460 

Love  was  too  eager  to  beware 
Of  falling  into  any  fnare. 
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They  went  to  bed,  and  To  were  caught ; 

And  then  they  of  repentance  thought. 

The  fhovv  bemg  ready  to  begin,  1465 

Vulcan  would  call  his  neighbours  in. 

Jove  fhould  be  there,  that  does  make  bold 

With  Juno,  that  notorious  fcold  ; 

Neptune,  firfl:  Bargeman  on  the  water ; 

Thetis,  the  Oyfter-woman's  daughter  j         H7° 

Pluto,  that  Chimney-fweeping  floven ; 

With  Proferpine  hot  from  her  oven  ; 

And  Mercury,  that's  {harp  and  cunning 

In  ftealing  cuftoms  and  in  running; 

And  Dy  the  Midwife,  though  a  Virgin;       1471; 

And  ^fculapius,  the  Surgeon  ; 

Apollo,  who  might  be  Phyfician, 

Or  ferve  them  elfe  for  a  Mufician ; 

The  Piper  Pan,  to  play  her  up ; 

And  Bacchus,  with  his  chirping  cup;  1480 

And  Hercules  fhould  bring  his  club  in. 

To  give  the  Rogue  a  lufty  drubbing ; 

And  all  the  Cupids  fhould  be  by. 

To  fee  their  Mother's  infamy. 

One  Momus  cried,  "  You're  hugely  pleas'd; 
*'  I  hope  your  mind  will  foon  be  eas'd: 
*'  For,  when  fo  publickly  you  find  it, 
*'  People,  you  know,  will  little  mind  it. 
**  They  love  to  tell  what  no  one  knows, 
*'  And  they  themfelves  only  fuppofe.  H9^ 

*'  Not  every  hufband  can  afford 
*'  To  be  a  Cuckold  on  record ; 
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*'  Nor  fliould  he  be  a  Cuckold  ftyl'd, 
*'  That  once  or  fo  has  been  beguil'd, 
"  Unlefs  he  makes  it  demonftration,  -j 

*'  Then  puts  it  in  fome  proclamation,  > 

"  With  general  voice  of  all  the  nation."  ■* 

The  company  were  come,  when  Vulcan  hopping. 
And  for  his  key  in  left-fide  pocket  groping. 
Cries,  "  'Tis  but  opening  of  that  door,  1500 

*'  To  prove  myfelf  a  Cuckold,  her  a  Whore." 

They  all  defir'd  his  leave  that  they  might  go ; 
They  were  not  curious  of  fo  vile  a  fhovv : 
Perfons  concern'd  might  one  another  fee. 
And  they'd  believe  fmce  witneffes  were  three.    1505 
And  they,  thus  prov'd  to  be  fuch  foolifti  elves. 
Might  hear,  try,  judge,  and  e'en  condemn  themfelves. 
Difcretion  covers  that  which  it  would  blame. 
Until  fome  fecret  blufh  and  hidden  fhame 
Have  cur'd  the  fault  without  the  noife  of  fame. 

The  work  is  done  :  and  now  let  Ovid  have     15 1 1 
Some  gratitude  attending  on  his  grave ; 
Th'  afpiring  palm,  the  verdant  laurel  ftrow. 
And  fweets  of  myrtle-wreaths  around  it  throw. 
In  Phyfick's  Art  as  Podalirius  fkill'd,  15 15 

Neftor  in  Court,  Achilles  in  the  Field  ; 
As  Ajax  had  in  fmgle  Combat  force. 
And  as  Automedon  beft  rul'd  the  Horfe; 
As  Chalcas  vers'd  in  Prophecies  from  Jovej 
So  Ovid  has  the  Mafterlhip  of  Love.  '    J  5  20 

The  Poet's  honour  will  be  much  the  lefs 
Than  that  which  by  his  means  you  may  pofTefs 
In  choice  of  Beauty's  lafting  happinefs. 


\ 
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But,  when  the  Amazonian  quits  the  field. 
Let  this  be  wrote  on  the  triumphant  (hield. 
That  fhe  by  Ovid's  Art  was  brought  to  yield. 

When  Ovid's  thoughts  in  Britilh  llyle  you  fee. 
Which  mayn't  fo  founding  as  the  Roman  be ; 
Yet  then  admittance  grant:  'tis  fame  to  me. 


PART      XL 

T  WHO  the  art  of  war  to  Danaans  gave,  1530 

Will  make  Penthefdea's  force  as  brave  ; 
That  both,  becoming  glorious  to  the  fight. 
With  equal  arms  may  hold  a  dubious  fight. 
What  though  'twas  Vulcan  fram'd  Achilles'  Ihield, 
My  Amazonian  darts  fhall  make  him  yield.         1535 
A  myrtle-crown  with  victory  attends 
Thofe  who  are  Cupid's  and  Dione's  friends. 
When  Beauty  has  fo  many  arms  in  ftore, 
(Some  men  will  fay)  why  fhould  you  give  it  more  ? 
Tell  me  who,  when  Penelope  appears  ^54^ 

With  conftancy  maintain'd  for  twenty  years. 
Who  tan  the  fair  Laodamia  fee 
In  her  Lord's  arms  expire  as  well  as  he ; 
Can  view  Alceftis,  who  with  joy  removes 
From  earth,  inftead  of  him  fhe  fo  much  loves;  1545 
Can  hear  of  bright  Evadne,  who,  in  fires 
For  her  lov'd  Capaneus  prepar'd,  expires ; 
When  Virtue  has  itfelf  a  female  name. 
So  Truth,  fo  Goodnefs,  Piety,  and  Fame, 
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Would  headftrong  fight,  and  would  not  conquer'd  be. 
Or  ftoop  to  fo  much  generofity  ?  155" 

'Tis  not  with  fvvord,  or  fire,  or  flrength  of  bow. 
That  Female  Warriors  to  their  battle  go : 
They  have  no  flratagem,  or  fubtile  wile ; 
Their  native  innocence  can  n'er  beguile  :  "555 

The  Fox's  various  maze.  Bear's  cruel  den. 
They  leave  to  fiercenefs  and  the  craft  of  men. 
*Twas  Jafon  that  transferr'd  his  broken  vows 
From  kind  Medea  to  another  fpoufe  : 
Thefeus  left  Gnoffis  on  the  fands,  to  be  1560 

Prey  to  the  birds,  or  monfters  of  the  fea : 
Demoplioon,  nine  times  recall 'd,  forbore 
Return,  and  let  his  Phyllis  name  the  fhore. 
^neas  wreckt,  and  hofpitably  us'd, 
Fam'd  for  his  piety,  yet  ftill  refus'd  ^S^S 

To  flay  where  lov'd,  but  left  the  dangerous  fword 
By  which  fhe  died  to  whom  he  broke  his  word. 
Piteous  examples  !  worthy  better  fate. 
If  my  inllrudlions  had  not  come  to  late  : 
For  then  their  art  and  prudence  had  retain'd       "570 
What  firft  vidlorious  rays  of  beauty  gain'd. 
Whilll  thus  I  thought,  not  without  grief  to  find 
Defencelefs  Virtue  meet  with  fate  unkind. 
Bright  Cytherea's  facred  voice  did  reach 
My  tingling  ears,  and  thus  ihe  bade  me  teach  :   157:; 

"  What  had  the  harmlefs  maid  deferv'd  from  thee? 
"  Thou  haft  given  weapons  to  her  enemy  ; 
"  Whilft  in  the  field  fhe  muft  defencelefs  ftand, 
"  With  want  of  fkill,  and  more  unable  hand. 
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"  Stefichorus,  who  would  no  fubject  find  i  580 

♦*  But  harm  to  maids,  was  by  the  Gods  ftruck  blind ; 
*'  But,  when  his  fong  did  with  their  glories  rife, 
"  He  had  his  own  reftor'd,  to  praife  their  eyes. 
**  Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  arms  defenlive  give; 
**  'Tis  by  the  Ladies'  favours  you  mull  live."    1585 

She  then  one  myllic  leaf  with  berries  four 
(Pluckt  from  her  myrtle-crown)  bade  me  with  fpeed 

devour. 
I  find  the  power  infpir'd  ;  through  purer  fky 
My  breath  dilTolves  in  verfe,  to  make  young  Lovers  die. 
Here  Modefty  and  Innocence  fhall  learn  '59° 

How  they  may  truth  from  flattering  fpeech  difcern. 
But  come  with  fpeed ;  lofe  not  the  flying  day.  1 

See  how  the  crowding  waves  roll  down  away,  > 

And  neither,  though  at  Love's  command,  will  flay.  3 
Thefe  waves  and  time  we  never  can  recall ;  1 595 

But,  as  the  minutes  pafs,  muft  lofe  them  all. 
Nor  like  what 's  paft  are  days  fucceeding  good. 
But  fllde  with  warmth  decay'd  and  thicker  blood. 
Flora,  although  a  Goddefs,  yet  does  fear 
The  change  that  grows  with  the  declining  year ;  i6oo 
Whilft  gliltering  fnakes,  by  calling  off  their  fkin, 
Frefh  courage  gain,  and  life  renew'd  begin. 
The  Eagles  call  their  bills,  the  Stag  its  horn  ; 
But  Beauty  to  that  bleiling  is  not  born. 

Thus  Nature  prompts  its  ufe  to  forward  Love,  1605 
Grac'd  by  examples  of  the  Powers  above. 
Endymion  pierc'd  the  chafle  Diana's  heart. 
And  cool  Aurora  felt  Love's  fiery  dart. 
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PART       XII. 


A    PERSON  of  fome  quality 

Happen'd,  they  fay,  in  Love  to  be        1610 
With  one  who  held  him  by  delay. 
Would  neither  fay  him  No  or  Ay  j 
Nor  would  fhe  have  him  go  his  way. 

This  Lady  thought  it  bell  to  fend 
For  fome  experienc'd  trufly  friend,  1615 

To  whom  fhe  might  her  mind  impart, 
T' unchain  her  own,  and  bind  his  heart; 
A  Tire-woman  by  occupation, 
A  ufeful  and  a  choice  vocation. 
She  faw  all,  heard  all,  never  idle  ;  1620 

Her  fingers  or  her  tongue  would  fiddle ; 
Diverting  with  a  kind  of  wit. 
Aiming  at  all,  would  fometimes  hit ; 
Though  in  her  fort  of  rambling  way 
She  many  a  ferious  truth  would  fay.  1625 

Thus  in  much  talk  among  the  reft 
The  oracle  itfelf  expreft : 

*'  I  've  heard  fome  cry.  Well,  I  profefs 
"  There 's  nothing  to  be  gain'd  by  drefs  ! 
*'  They  might  as  well  fay  that  a  field,  1630 

*'  Uncultivated,  yet  would  yield 
"  As  good  a  crop  as  that  which  fK:ilI 
*'  With  utmoft  diligence  Ihould  till ; 
*'  Our  vintage  would  be  very  fine, 
*'  If  nobody  iliould  prune  their  vine !  1635 
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*'  Good  fhape  and  air,  it  is  confeft, 
**  Is  given  to  fuch  as  Heaven  has  bleft ; 
**  But  all  folks  have  not  the  fame  graces : 
*'  There  is  diftlnflion  in  our  faces. 
**  There  was  a  time  I'd  not  repine  1640 

*'  For  any  thing  amifs  in  mine, 
**  Which,  though  I  fay  it,  ftill  feems  fair ; 
"  Thanks  to  my  art  as  well  as  care  ! 
"  Our  grandmothers,  they  tell  us,  wore 
*'  Their  Fardingale  and  their  Bandore,         1645 
**  Their  Pinners,  Forehead-cloth,  and  RuiF, 
**  Content  with  their  own  cloth  and  fluff; 
"  With  Hats  upon  their  pates  like  Hives ; 
"  Things  might  become  fuch  Soldiers  wives  ; 
"  Thought  their  own  faces  ftill  would  laft  them 
"  In  the  fame  mould  which  Nature  caft  them. 
*'  Dark  Paper  Buildings  then  flood  thick; 
"  No  Palaces  of  Stone  or  Brick  : 
**  And  then,  alas !  were  no  Exchanges  : 
''  But  fee  how  time  and  fafliion  changes !       1 65 5 
"  I  hate  old  things  and  age.     I  fee, 
"  Thank  Heaven,  times  good  enough  for  me. 
*'  Your  Goldfmiths  now  are  mighty  neat : 
"  I  love  the  air  of  Lombard-ftreet. 
**  Whate'er  a  Ship  from  India  brings,  1660 

**  Pearls,  Diamonds,  Silks,  are  pretty  things. 
**  The  Cabinet,  the  Screen,  the  Fan, 
**  Pleafe  me  extremely,  if  Japan : 
"  And,  what  afFefts  me  fllU  the  more, 
**  They  had  none  of  them  heretofore.  1665 
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"  When  you're  unmarried,  never  load  ye 

**  With  Jewels ;  they  may  incommode  ye. 

"  Lovers  mayn't  dare  approach  ;  but  moftly 

*'  They'll  fear  when  married  you'll  be  coftly. 

*'  Fine  Rings  and  Lockets  beft  are  tried,       1670 

*'  When  given  to  you  as  a  Bride. 

"  In  the  mean  time  you  fhew  your  fenfe 

*'  By  going  fine  at  fmall  expence. 

*'  Sometimes  your  Hair  you  upwards  furl, 

"  Sometimes  lay  down  in  favourite  curl:       1675 

*'  All  muft  through  twenty  fiddlings  pafs, 

*'  Which  none  can  teach  you  but  your  glafs : 

**  Sometimes  they  muft  dilhevel'd  lie 

**  On  neck  of  polifh'd  ivory: 

*'  Sometimes  with  ftrings  of  pearl  they're  fix'd, 

*'  And  the  united  beauty  mix'd;  1681 

**  Or,  when  you  won't  their  grace  unfold, 

*'  Secure  them  with  a  bar  of  gold. 

*'  Humour  and  fafhions  change  each  day ; 

*'  Not  birds  in  forefts,  flowers  in  May, 

*'  Would  fooner  number'd  be  than  they. 

*'  There  is  a  fort  of  negligence, 

*'  Which  fome  efteem  as  excellence, 

"  Your  art  with  fo  much  art  to  hide, 

"  That  nothing  of  it  be  defcried;  1690 

•'  To  make  your  carelefs  treifes  flow  t 

*'  With  fo  much  air,  that  none  fliould  know        > 

*'  Whether  they  had  been  comb'd  or  no.  ■  J 

"  But,  in  this  fo  neglefted  Hair, 

<'  Many  a  Heart  has  found  its  fnare,  1695 
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**  Nature  indeed  has  kindly  fent 
"  Us  many  things ;  more  we  invent: 
*•  Little  enough,  as  I  may  fay, 
**  To  keep  our  Beauty  from  decay. 
*'  As  leaves  that  with  fierce  winds  engage,   1700 
•*  Our  curling  treffes  fall  with  age. 
*'  But  then  by  German  herbs  we  find 
*'  Colour,  for  locks  to  grey  inclin'd. 
**  Sometimes  we  purchafe  Hair ;  and  v/hy  ? 
**  Is  not  all  that  our  own  we  buy  ?  1 705 

*'  You  buy  it  publickly,  fay  they : 
*'  Why  tell  us  that,  when  we  don't  pay. 
*'  Of  French  pomades  the  town  is  full : 
**  Praife  Heaven,  no  want  of  Spanifli  Wool ! 
**  Let  them  look  flulht,  let  them  look  dead,  17 10 
«*  That  can't  afford  the  White  and  Red. 
**  In  Covent  Garden  you  buy  pofies, 
•*  There  we  our  Lilies  and  our  Rofes. 
*'  Who  would  a  charming  Eyebrow  lack, 
**  Who  can  get  any  thing  that's  black?        17 1 5 
**  Let  not  thefe  boxes  open  lie : 
*'  Some  folks  are  too  much  given  to  pry. 
*'  Art  not  difiembled  would  difgrace 
"  The  purchas'd  beauties  of  our  face : 
"  This  if  fuch  perfons  fhould  difcover,  1720 

"  'Tvvould  rather  lofe  than  gain  a  Lover. 
'*  Who  is  there  now  but  underftands 
*'  Searcloths  to  flea  the  face  or  hands  ? 
*'  Though  the  idea's  not  fo  taking, 
**  And  the  ikin  feems  but  odd  in  making,      1725 
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Yet,  when  'twill  with  frefh  luftre  ftiine. 

Her  fpark  will  tell  you  'tis  divine. 

That  Pifture  there  your  eye  does  ftrike; 

It  is  the  work  of  great  Van  Dyck, 

Which  by  a  Roman  would  be  fainted :        '7 30 

What  was 't  but  canvas  till  'twas  painted  ? 

There 's  feveral  things  fhould  not  be  known 

O'er  thefe  there  is  a  curtain  drawn. 

Till  'tis  their  feafon  to  be  fhown. 

Your  door  on  fit  occaftons  keep  ^735 

Faft  fliut :  who  knows  but  you're  afleep? 

When  our  teeth,  colour,  hair,  and  eyesj 

And  what  elfe  at  the  toilet  lies. 

Are  all  put  on,  we  're  faid  to  rife. 

"  There  was  a  Lady  whom  I  knew,  174<' 

That  muft  be  namelefs  'caufe  'tis  true. 

Who  had  the  difmaleft  mifchance 

I've  heard  of  fince  I  was  in  France: 

I  do  proteft,  the  thoughts  of  it 

Have  almoft  put  me  in  a  fit.  1745 

Old  Lady  Meanwell's  chamber-door, 

Juft  on  the  ftairs  of  the  firft  floor. 

Stood  open  :  and  pray  who  fhould  come. 

But  Knowall  flouncing  in  the  room  ? 

No  Angle  hair  upon  her  head :  ^75^ 

I  thought  fhe  would  have  fell  down  dead. 

At  laft  flie  found  a  cap  of  hair. 

Which  ftie  put  on  with  fuch  an  air. 

That  every  lock  was  out  of  place. 

And  all  hung  dangling  down  her  face.       1755 
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*'  I  would  not  mortify  one  fo, 

"  Except  fome  twenty  that  I  know. 

*'  Her  careleflnefs  and  her  defeft 

*'  Were  laid  to  Miflrefs  Prue's  negleft; 

**  And  much  ill-nature  was  betray 'd,  1760 

**  By  noife  and  fcolding  with  the  maid. 

*'  The  young  look  on  fuch  things  as  ftufF, 
"  Thinking  their  bloom  has  art  enough. 
*'  When  fmooth,  we  matter  it  not  at  all ; 
"  'Tis  when  the  Thames  is  rough,  we  fquall.  1765 
*'  But,  whate'er  'tis  may  be  pretended, 
*'  No  face  or  fhape  but  may  be  mended. 
*'  All  have  our  faults,  and  muft  abide  them, 
*'  We  therefore  fliould  take  care  to  hide  them. 
"  You  're  ftiort ;  fit  ftill,  you  '11  taller  feem :   1 770 
*'  You're  only  fhorter  from  the  item. 

"  By  loofer  garb  your  leannefs  is  conceal 'd; 

*'  By  want  of  flays  the  groffer  fhape 's  reveal *d. 

*'  The  more  the  blemifhes  upon  the  feet, 

**  The  greater  care  the  lace  and  fhoes  be  neat.   1 775 
*'  Some  backs  and  fides  are  wav'd  like  billows: 
"  Thefe  holes  are  beft  made  up  with  pillows. 
*'  Thick  fingers  always  fhould  command 
*'  Without  the  flretching  out  the  hand. 
*'  Who  has  bad  teeth  fhould  never  fee  1780 

*'  A  play,  unlefs  a  Tragedy : 
"  For  we  can  teach  you  how  to  (imper, 
*'  And  when  'tis  proper  you  fhould  whimper. 
*'  Think  that  your  grace  and  wit  is  now 

**  Not  in  your  laughing  at  a  thing,  but  how.      1785 
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"  Let  room  for  fomething  more  than  breath 

*'  Jull  fhevv  the  ends  of  milk-white  teeth. 

*'  There  is  ayV  ji* Jcai  quoi  is  found 

*'  In  a  foft  fmooth  aftefted  found : 

**  But  there  's  a  Ihrieking  crying  tone,  ^79^ 

*'  Which  I  ne'er  lik'd,  when  all  is  done : 

**  And  there  are  fome,  who  laugh  like  men, 

*'  As  ne'er  to  fhut  their  mouths  again; 

*'  So  very  loud  and  }nal-propos, 

"  They  feem  like  hautboys  to  a  Ihow.  '795 

"  But  now  for  the  reverfe :  'tis  fkill 

*'  To  let  your  tears  fiow  when  you  will. 

*'  It  is  of  ufe  when  people  die;  "y 

"  Or  elfe  to  have  the  fpleen,  and  cry,  > 

*'  Becaufe  you  have  no  reafon  why.  j 

"  Now  for  your  talk — Come,  let  me  fee : 
*'  Here  lofe  your  H,  here  drop  your  T; 
"  Defpife  that  R :  your  fpeech  is  better 
*'  Much  for  deftroying  of  one  letter. 
''  Now  lifp,  and  have  a  fort  of  pride  1805 

"  To  feem  as  if  your  tongue  were  tied : 
"  This  is  fuch  a  becoming  fault, 
*'  Rather  than  want,  it  fhould  be  taught, 

*'  And  now  that  you  have  learnt  to  talk, 
**  Pray  let  me  fee  if  you  can  walk.  1810 

**  There 's  many  dancing-maflers  treat 
•'  Of  management  of  ladies  feet. 
*'  There 's  fome  their  mincing  gait  have  chofe,' 
*'  Treadins:  without  their  heel  or  toes. 
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"  She  that  reads  Taflb,  or  Malherbe*,         1815 

*♦  Chufes  a  ftep  that  is  fuperbe. 

"  Some  giddy  creatures,  as  if  fhunning 

"  Something  dillik'd,  are  always  rumiing. 

**  Some  prance  like  Frenchwomen,  who  ride 

"  As  our  Life-guard-men,  all  aftride.  1820 

*'  But  each  of  thefe  have  decoration 

*'  According  to  their  affedlation. 

**  That  dance  is  graceful,  and  will  pleafe, 

*'  Where  all  the  motions  glide  with  eafe. 

"  We  to  the  flcilful  theatre  1 825 

"  This  feeming  want  of  art  prefer. 

"  'Tis  no  fmall  art  to  give  diredion 
"  How  to  fuit  knots  to  each  complexion, 
*'  How  to  adorn  the  breaft  and  head, 
**  With  blue,  white,  cherry,  pink,  or  red.    1830 
"  As  the  morn  rifes,  fo  that  day 
**  Wear  purple,  fky-colour,  or  grey : 
"  Your  black  at  Lent,  your  green  in  May; 
**  Your  filamot  when  leaves  decay. 
*' All  colours  in  the  fummer  fliine :  ^^SS 

*'  The  nymphs  fhould  be  like  gardens  fine. 

"  It  is  the  faihion  now-a-days, 
*'  That  almoft  every  Lady  plays. 
"  Baffet  and  Piquet  grow  to  be ' 
*'  The  fubjeft  of  our  Comedy :  1 840 

*  By  the  manner  in  which  Taffo  and  Malherbe  are  mentioned 
by  Dr.  King,  they  feem  not  to  have  been  the  moft  fa/hionable 
authors  of  that  age.  Our  author  has  tranflated  what  lie  calls 
•*  an  admirable  Ode  of  Malherbe."     N. 
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"  But  whether  we  diveriion  feek 
"  In  thefe,  in  Comet,  or  in  Gleek, 
"  Or  Ombre,  where  true  judgement  can 
"  Difclofe  the  fentiments  of  man; 
*'  Let's  have  a  care  how  we  difcover,  1845 

"  Efpecially  before  a  Lover, 
**  Some  paffions  which  we  fhould  conceal, 
**  But  heats  of  play  too  oft'  reveal; 
"  For,  be  the  matter  fmall  or  great, 
**  There's  like  abhorrence  for  a  cheat.  1850 

**  There 's  nothing  fpoUs  a  Woman's  graces 
*'  Like  peevifhnefs  and  making  faces: 
**  Then  angry  words  and  rude  difcourfe, 
*'  You  may  be  fure,  become  them  worfe. 
"  With  hopes  of  gain  when  we  're  befet,       1 855 
*'  We  do  too  commonly  forget 
*'  Such  guards  as  fcreen  us  from  thofe  eyes 
*'  Which  may  obferve  us,  and  defpife. 
*'  I  'd  burn  the  cards,  rather  than  know 
"  Of  any  of  my  friends  did  fo :  1 860 

"  I  've  heard  of  feme  fuch  things ;  but  I, 
"  Thanks  to  my  ftars,  was  never  by. 

"  Thus  we  may  pafs  our  time :  the  men 
'•  A  thoufand  ways  divert  their  fpleen, 
**  Whilft  we  fit  peevilhly  within; 
*'  Hunting,  cocking,  racing,  joking,  1866 

*'  Fuddling,  fwimming,  fencing,  fmoaking; , 
"  And  little  thinking  how  poor  we 
"  Muft  vent  cur  fcandal  o'er  our  tea. 
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"  I  fee  no  reafon  but  we  may  1870 

*'  Be  brlfk,  and  equally  as  gay. 

**  Whene'er  our  Gentlemen  would  range, 

"  We'll  take  our  chariot  for  the  'Change: 

"  If  they're  difpofing  for  the  Play, 

♦'  We  '11  haften  to  the  Opera :  1 875 

"  Or  when  they  '11  luflily  caroufe, 

*'  We'll  furely  to  the  Indian  Houfe : 

"  And  at  fuch  coft  whilft  thus  we  roam, 

*'  For  cheapnefs  fake  they  '11  ftay  at  home. 

"  Few  wife  men's  thoughts  e'er  yet  purfued  1 880 

*'  That  which  their  eyes  had  never  view'd : 

*'  And  fo  our  never  being  feen 

**  Is  the  fame  thing  as  not  t'  have  been. 

**  Grandeur  itfelf  and  Poverty 

"  Were  equal  if  no  witnefs  by  :  1885 

**  And  they  who  always  ling  alone 

**  Can  ne'er  be  prais'd  by  more  than  one. 

"  Had  Danae  been  ftiut  up  ftill, 

"  She  'd  been  a  Maid  againft  her  will, 

*'  And  might  have  grown  prodigious  old,      1890 

*'  And  never  had  her  ftory  told. 

*'  'Tis  fit  fair  Maids  fhould  run  a-gadding, 

*'  To  fet  the  amorous  Beaux  a-madding. 

**  To  many  a  Sheep  the  Wolf  has  gone 

*'  Ere  it  can  neatly  feize  on  one;  ^^9S 

*'  And  many  a  Partridge  fcapes  away 

*'  Before  the  Hawk  can  pounce  its  prey : 

"  And  fo,  if  pretty  Damfels  rove, 

*'  They'll  find  out  one  perhaps  may  love; 
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"  If  they  no  diligence  will  fpare,  1900 

'*  And  in  their  dreffing  ftill  take  care. 

**  The  Fifher  baits  his  hook  all  night, 

*'  In  hopes  by  chance  fome  Eel  may  bite. 

*'  Each  with  their  difFerent  grace  appears, 

*'  Virgins  with  blufh.  Widows  with  tears,      1905 

"  Which  gain  new  Hufbands  tender-hearted, 

"  To  think  how  fuch  a  couple  parted. 

"  But  then  there  are  fome  foppifh  Beaux 

"  Like  us  in  all  things  but  their  cloaths; 

*'  That  we  may  feem  the  more  robuft,  I910 

"  And  fitteft  to  accoll  them  firft : 

"  With  powder,  paint,  falfe  locks,  and  hair, 

**  They  give  themfelves  a  female  air ; 

*'  Who,  having  all  their  tale  by  rote, 

"  And  harping  ftill  on  the  fame  note,  I9'5 

*'  Will  tell  us  that,  and  nothing  more 

*'  Than  what  a  thoufand  heard  before. 

**  Though  they  all  marks  of  Love  pretend, 

"  There  's  nothing  which  they  lefs  intend : 

*'  And,  'midft  a  thoufand  hideous  oaths,        1920 

*'  With  jewels  falfe  and  borrow'd  cloaths, 

"  Our  ealinefs  may  give  belief 

*'  To  one  that  is  an  errant  thief." 

The  fpark  was  coming ;  flae,  undreft. 
Scuttles  away  as  if  pofleft.  1925 

The  Governefs  cries,  "  Where  d'ye  run?" 
"  Why,  Madam,  I've  but  juft  begun."  • 

She  bawls ;  the  other  nothing  hears. 
But  leaves  her  prattling  to  the  chairs. 
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Virtue,  without  thefe  little  arts,  1530 

At  firft  fubdues,  then  keeps,  our  hearts: 
And  though  more  gracefully  it  fhows 
When  it  from  lovely  perfons  flows ; 
Yet  often  Goodnefs  moft  prevails 
When  Beauty  in  perfeftlon  fails.  ^935 

Though  every  feature  mayn't  be  well. 
Yet  all  together  may  excel. 
There 's  nothing  but  will  eafy  prove. 
When  all  the  reil:  's  made  up  by  Love. 


PART       XIII. 

\  7IRGINS  fhould  not  unfkiU'd  in  Mufic  be;       1940 
For  what's  more  like  themfelves  than  Harmony? 
Let  not  Vice  ufe  it  only  to  betray. 
As  Syrens  by  their  Songs  entice  their  prey. 
Let  it  with  fenfe,  with  voice,  and  beauty  join. 
Grateful  to  eyes  and  ear,  and  to  the  Mind  Divine : 
For  there 's  a  double  grace  when  pleafmg  ftrings    1 946 
Are  touch'd  by  her  that  more  delightful  fings. 
Thus  Oi-pheus  did  the  rage  of  deferts  quell. 
And  charm'd  the  monftrous  inftruments  of  Hell. 
New  walls  to  Thebes  Amphion  thus  began,         1950 
Whiift  to  the  work  officious  marble  ran. 
Thus  with  his  harp  and  voice  Arion  rode 
On  the  mute  Fifh  fafe  through  the  rolling  flood. 

Nor  are  the  effays  of  the  Female  wit 
Lefs  charming  in  the  verfes  they  have  writ.        1 95 5 
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From  ancient  ages.  Love  has  found  the  way 

Its  bafliful  thoughts  by  Letters  to  convey ;    • 

Which  fometimes  run  in  fuch  engaging  ftrain. 

That  pity  makes  the  Fair  write  back  again. 

What's  thus  intended,  fome  fmall  time  delay:    i960 

His  paffion  llrengthens  rather  by  our  flay. 

Then  with  a  cautious  wit  your  pen  with-hold. 

Left  a  too  free  expreffion  make  him  bold. 

Create  a  mixture  'twixt  his  hope  and  fear. 

And  in  reproof  let  tendernefs  appear.  1 9^5 

As  he  deferves  it,  give  him  hopes  of  life  : 

A  cruel  Miftrefs  makes  a  froward  Wife. 

AfFeft  not  foreign  words :  Love  will  impart 

A  gentle  ftyle  more  excellent  than  art. 

Aftrea's  *  lines  flow  on  with  fo  much  eafe,  ^97° 

That  Ihe  who  writes  like  them  muft  furely  pleafe. 

Orinda'sf  works,  with  courtly  graces  ftor'd. 

True  fenfe  in  nice  expreflions  will  afford : 

*  A  name  affumed  by  Mrs.  Aphra  Behn,  a  lady  well  known 
jn  the  gay  and  poetical  world  in  the  licentious  reign  of  King- 
Charles  II.  She  was  Authorefs  of  feventeen  Plays,  two  volumes 
of  Novels,  feveral  Tranflations,  and  many  Poems.     N. 

•j-  The  poetical  name  of  Mrs.  Catharine  Philips.  She  was  the 
daughter  of  John  Fowler,  merchant,  and  born  in  London  T631  ; 
was  married  to  James  Philips,  of  the  Priory  of  Cardigan,  efq. 
about  the  year  1647  ;  and  died  in  Fleet-ftreet,  in  the  month  of 
June  1  664.  Her  poems  have  been  feveral  times  printed.  She 
was  alfo  the  writer  of  a  volume  of  Letters,  publifhed  many  years 
after  her  death,  to  Sir  Charles  Cotterel,  intituled,  "  Letters  from 
"  Orinda  to  Poliarchus  ;"  which  have  been  admired. — 'Mrs. 
Philips  was  as  mucii  famed  for  her  friend  (hip,  as  for  her  poetry  j 
and  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  equally  elleemed  by  the  bed 

poet 
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Whllft  Chudleigh's*  words  feraphic  thoughts  exprefs 
In  lofty,  grandeur,  but  without  excefs.  1075 

Oh,  had  not  Beauty  parts  enough  to  wound. 
But  it  muft  pierce  us  with  Poetic  found  ;  • 

Whilft  Phoebus  fufFers  female  powers  to  tear 
Wreaths  from  his  Daphne,  which  they  juftly  wear". 

If  greater  things  to  leffer  we  compare,  1980 

The  fkill  of  Love  is  like  the  art  of  War. 
The  General  fays,  "  Let  him  the  Horfe  command: 
*'  You  by  that  Enfign,  you  that  Cannon  ftand : 
*'  Where  danger  calls,  let  t'other  bring  fupplies." 
With  pleafure  all  obey,  in  hopes  to  rife.  ^9^5 

So,  if  you  have  a  fervant  fkili'd  in  Laws, 
Send  him  with  moving  fpeech  to  plead  your  caufe. 
He  that  has  native  unafFedled  voice. 
In  ilnging  what  you  bid  him,  v.ill  rejoice. 
And  wealth,  as  beauty  orders  it  bellow'd,  1990 

Would  make  ev'n  Mifers  in  expences  proud. 
But  they,  o'er  whom  Apollo  rules,  have  hearts        •) 
The  moft  fufceptible  of  Lovers'  frnarts,  V 

And,  like  their  God,  fo  they  feel  Cupid's  darts :     J 

poet  and  the  beft  divine  of  her  age.  Dr.  Jeremy  Taylor  addrefied 
his  difcourfc  "  on  the  nature  and  efl'efts  of  friendfhip"  to  this 
lady ;  and  Mr.  Cowley  has  celebrated  her  memory,  in  an  elegant 
Ode  preferved  amongft  his  Works.     N. 

*  This  lady  was  daughter  to  Richard  Lee,  of  Winflade,  in  the 
county  of  Devon,  efq.  She  was  born  in  the  year  1656  ;  became 
the  wife  of  Sir  George  Chudleigh,  of  Afliton,  in  the  fame 
county,  bart. ;  and  died  Dec.  15,  1710.  Her  Poems  were 
twice  printed  in  her  lifetime  in  one  volume,  8vo.  the  fecond 
edition  in  1709.  She  alfo  publilhed  a  volume  of  Eflays  upon 
feveral  fubjedts  in  Profe  and  Verfc,  1710.     N. 
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The  Gods  and  Kings  are  by  their  labours  prals'd; 
And  they  again  by  them  to  honour  rais'd:  1996 

For  none  to  Heaven  or  Majefty  expreft 
Their  duty  well,  but  in  return  were  bleft. 
Nor  did  the  mighty  Scipio  think  it  fcorn. 
That  Ennius,  in  Calabrian  mountains  born,        2000 
His  wars,  retirements,  councils,  fhould  attend. 
In  all  dilHnguifh'd  by  the  name  of  Friend. 
He  that,  for  want  of  worlds  to  conquer,  wept. 
Without  confulting  Homer  never  flept. 
The  Poet's  cares  all  terminate  in  fame ;  2005 

As  they  obtain,  they  give,  a  lafting  name- 
Thus  from  the  dead  Lucrece  and  Cynthia  rife. 
And  Berenice's  hair  adorns  the  fkies. 
The  facred  Bard  no  treacherous  craft  difplays. 
But  virtuous  adlions  crowns  with  his  own  bays.  2010 
Far  from  Ambition  and  Wealth's  fordid  care. 
In  him  good -nature  and  content  appear  : 
And  far  from  Courts,  from  ftudious  parties  free. 
He  fighs  forth  Laura's  charms  beneath  fome  tree  ; 
Defpairing  of  the  valued  prize  he  loves,  2015 

Commits  his  thoughts  to  winds  and  echoing  groves. 

Poets  have  quick  defire  and  paflion  ftrong ; 
Where  once  it  lights,  there  it  continues  long. 
They  know  that  Truth  is  the  perpetual  band. 
By  which  the  world  and  heaven  of  Love  mull  Hand. 
The  Poet's  art  foftens  their  tempers  fo,  2021 

That  manners  eafy  as  their  verfes  flow. 
Oh  could  they  but  juft  retribution  find. 
And  as  themfelves  what  they  adore  be  kind ! 
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In  vain  they  boaft  of  their  celellial  fire,  2025 

Whilft  there  remains  a  Heaven  to  which  they  can't 

afpire  ! 
Apelles  firft  brought  Venus  to  our  view. 
With  blooming  charms  and  graces  ever  new. 
Who  elfe  unknown  to  mortals  might  remain. 
Hid  in  the  caverns  of  her  native  main:  2030 

And  with  the  Painter  now  the  Poets  join 
T'o  make  the  Mother  and  h?r  Boy  divine. 
Therefore  attend,  and  from  their  mufick  learn 
That  which  their  minds  infpir'd  could  beft  difcern. 

Firft  fee  how  Sidney,  then  how  Cowley  mov'd. 
And  with  what  art  it  was  that  Waller  lov'd.        2036 
•Forget  not  Dorfet,  in  whofe  generous  mind 
Love,  fenfe,  wit,  honour,  every  grace  combin'd ; 
And  if  for  me  you  one  kind  wifh  would  fparei 
Anfwer  a  Poet  to  his  friendly  prayer.  2040 

Take  Stepney's  verfe,  wath  candour  ever  bleft; 
For  Love  will  there  ftill  with  his  aflies  reft. 
There  let  warm  Ipice  and  fragrant  odours  burn. 
And  everlafting  fvveets  perfume  his  urn. 

Not  that  the  living  Mufe  is  to  be  fcorn'd :       2045 
Britain  with  equal  worth  is  ftill  adorn 'd. 
See  Halifax,  where  fenfe  and  honour  mixt 
Upon  the  merits  juft  reward  have  fixt : 
And  read  their  works,  who,  writing  in  his  praife. 
To  their  own  verfe  immortal  laurels  raife.  2050 

Learn  Prior's  lines ;  for  they  can  teach  you  more 
Than  facred  Ben,  or  Spenfer,  did  before : 
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And  mark  him  well  that  uncouth  Phyfick's  art 

Can  in  the  fofteft  tune  of  Wit  impart.  2054 

See  Paftorella  o'er  Florello's  grave. 

See  Tamerlane  make  Bajazet  his  Have ; 

And  Phaedra  with  her  ancient  vigour  rave. 

Through  Rapin's  nurferies  and  gardens  walk. 

And   find    how   Nymphs    transform'd   by    amorous 

colours  talk. 
Pomona  fee  with  Milton's  grandeur  rife,  2060 

The  moft  delicious  fruit  of  Paradife, 
With  Apples  might  the  firft-born  man  deceive. 
And  more  perfuafive  voice  than  tempting  Eve, 
Not  to  confine  you  here  ;  for  many  more 
Britain's  luxuriant  wealth  has  ftill  in  ftore,  2o6j 

Whom  would  I  number  up,  I  muft  outrun 
The  longefl  courfe  of  the  laborious  fun. 
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I^UR  manners  like  our  countenance  fhould  be; 

They  always  candid,  and  the  other  free; 
But,  when  our  mind  by  anger  is  poffeil,  2070 

Our  noble  manhood  is  transform'd  to  beaft. 
No  feature  then  its  wonted  grace  retains. 
When  the  blood  blackens  in  the  fwelling  veins : 
The  eye-balls  fhoot  out  fiery  darts,  would  kill 
Th'  oppofer,  if  the  Gorgon  had  its  will.  2075 
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When  Pallas  in  a  river  favv  the  flute 
Deform'd  her  cheeks,  flie  let  the  reed  be  mute. 
Anger  no  more  will  mortify  the  face. 
Which  in  that  paffion  once  confults  her  glafs. 
Let  Beauty  ne'er  be  with  this  torment  feiz'd,     2080 
But  ever  reft  ferene,  and  ev^cr  plcas'd. 
A  dark  and  fullen  brow  feems  to  reprove 
The  firft  advances  that  are  made  to  Love, 
To  which  there  's  nothing  more  averfe  than  pride. 
Men  without  fpeaking  often  are  denied:  2085 

And  a  difdainful  look  too  oft'  reveals 
Thofe  feeds  of  hatred  which  the  tongue  conceals. 
When  eyes  meet  eyes,  and  fmiles  to  fmiles  return, 
'Tis  then  both  hearts  with  equal  ardour  burn. 
And  by  their  mutual  paffion  foon  will  know  2090 

That  all  are  darts,  and  flaot  from  Cupid's  bow. 
But,  when  fome  lovely  form  does  ftrike  your  eyes. 
Be  cautious  ftill  how  you  admit  furprize. 
What  you  would  love,  with  quick  difcretion  view : 
The  objeft  may  deceive  by  being  new.  2095 

You  may  fubmit  to  a  too  hafty  fate. 
And  would  fliake  off  the  yoke  when  'tis  too  late : 
We  often  into  our  deftrudion  fink. 
By  not  allowing  time  enough  to  think. 
Refift  at  firft  :  for  help  in  vain  we  pray,  2 100 

When  ills  have  gain'd  full  ftrength  by  long  delay. 
Be  fpeedy  ;  left  perhaps  the  growing  hour 
Put  what  is  now  within,  beyond  our  power. 
liOve,  as  a  fire  in  cities  finds  increafe. 
Proceeds,  and  till  the  whole's  deftroy'd  won't  ceafe. 
c  2 
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It  with  allurements  does,  like  rivers,  rife  2106 

From  little  fprings,  enlarg'd  by  vail:  fupplies. 

Had  Mirrha  kept  this  guard,  fhe  had  not  flood 

A  monumental  crime  in  weeping  wood. 

Becaufe  that  Love  is  pleafing  in  its  pain,  zi  10 

We  not  without  reluftance  health  obtain. 

Phyfick  may  tarry  till  to-morrow's  fun, 

Whilft  the  curs'd  poifcns  through  the  vitals  run. 

The  tree  not  to  be  fhook  has  pierc'd  the  ground; 

And  death  maft  follow  the  neglected  wound.       21  ij 

O'er  different  ages  Love  bears  different  fvvay. 
Takes  various  turns  to  make  all  forts  obey. 
The  Colt  unback'd  we  footh  with  gentle  trace ; 
We  feed  the  Runner  deftin'd  for  the  race  ; 
And  'tis  with  time  and  mafters  we  prepare  21 20 

The  manag'd  Courfers  rufhing  to  the  war. 
Ambitious  Youth  will  have  fome  fparks  of  pride. 
And  not  without  impatience  be  denied. 
If  to  his  Love  a  Rival  you  afford. 
You  then  prefent  a  trial  for  his  fword :  2125 

His  eager  warmth  difdains  to  be  perplext. 
And  rambles  to  the  beauty  that  is  next. 
Maturer  years  proceed  with  care  and  fenfe. 
And,  as  they  fcldom  give,  fo  feldom  take  offence : 
For  he  that  knows  refiftance  is  in  vain,  2130 

Knows  likewife  ftruggling  will  increafe  his  pain. 
Like  wood  that 's  lately  cut  in  Paphian  Grove,  • 
Time  makes  him  a  fit  facrifice  for  Love. 
By  flow  degrees  he  fans  the  gentle  fire. 
Till  perfeverance  makes  the  flame  afpire.  2135 
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This  Love 's  more  fure,  the  other  is  more  gay ; 
But  then  he  roves,  whilft  this  is  forc'd  to  ftay. 
There  are  fome  tempers  which  you  muft  oblige. 
Not  by  a  quick  furrender,  but  a  fiege ; 
That  mofl:  are  pleas'd,  when  driven  to  defpair    2140 
By  what  they're  pleas'd  to  call  a  cruel  fair. 
They  think,  unlefs  their  ufage  has  been  hard. 
Their  conqueft  lofes  part  of  its  reward. 
Thus  fome  raife  fpleen  from  their  abounding  wealth. 
And,  clog'd  with  fweets,  from  acids  feek  their  health. 
And  many  a  boat  does  its  deftruftion  find  2146 

By  having  fcanty  fails,  too  full  of  wind. 
Is  it  not  treachery  to  declare 

The  feeble  parts  v/e  have  in  war  .? 

Is  it  not  folly  to  afford  2150 

Our  enemy  a  naked  fword  ? 

Yet  'tis  my  weaknefs  to  confefs 

What  puts  men  often  in  diftrefs : 

But  then  it  is  fueh  Beaux  *  as  be 

Poileft  with  fo  much  vanity,  2155 

To  think  that  wherefoe'er  they  turn, 

"Whoever  looks  on  them  muft  burn. 

What  they  defire  they  think  is  true. 

With  fmall  encouragement  from  you. 

They  will  a  fingle  look  improve,  2 1 60 

And  take  civilities  for  love. 


*  Jt  is  obvious  that  this  word  conveys  at  prefcnt  a  very  dif- 
ferent idea  from  its  original  fignification  j  which  was  plainly  that 
of  an  accompiyi3(d  gentleman.      N. 

G  3 
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"■  We  all  expefted  you  at  play : 
*'  Was 't  not  a  Miftrefs  made  you  flay?" 
The  Beau  is  fir'd,  cries,  *'  Now  I  find 
**  I  out  of  pity  mull  be  kind :  2165 

**  She  figh'd,  impatient  till  I  came." 
Thus,  foaring  to  the  lively  flame. 
We  fee  the  vain  ambitious  Fly 
Scorch  its  gay  wings,  then  unregarded  die. 

Both  fexes  have  their  jealoufy,  2170 

And  ways  to  gain  their  ends  thereby. 
But  oftentimes  too  quick  belief 
Has  given  a  fudden  vent  to  grief, 
Occafion'd  by  fome  perfons  lying. 
To  fet  an  eafy  wife  a-crying :  2175 

And  Procris  long  ago,  alas  ! 
Experienc'd  this  unhappy  cafe. 

There  is  a  Mount,  Hymettus  llyl'd. 
Where  Pinks  and  Rofemary  are  wild. 
Where  Strawberries  and  Myrtles  grow,         2180 
And  Violets  make  a  purple  fliow ; 
Where  the  fweet  Bays  and  Laurel  ftune. 
All  fliaded  by  the  lofty  Pine ; 
Where  Zephyrs,  with  their  wanton  motion. 
Have  all  the  leaves  at  their  devotion.  2185 

Here  Cephalus,  who  Hunting  lov'd. 
When  dogs  and  men  were  both  remov'd. 
And  all  his  dully  labour  done. 
In  the  meridian  of  the  fun. 

Into  fome  fecret  hedge  would  creep,  2190 

And  im%,  and  hum  himfelf  afleep. 
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But  commonly  being  hot  and  dry. 
He. thus  would  for  fome  cooler  cry: 

"  O  now,  if  fome 

*'  Cooler  would  come  !  2195 

"  Deareft,  rarell, 
"  Lovelieft,  faireft, 

"  Cooler,  come ! 
"  Oh,  Air, 

"  Frefh  and  rare;  3200 

"  Deareft,  rareft, 

"  Lovelieft,  faireft, 

"  Cooler,  come;  Cooler,  come;  Cooler,  come ! " 
A  Woman,  that  had  heard  him  fing. 
Soon  had  her  malice  on  the  wing:  2205 

For  Females  ufually  don't  want 
A  Fellow-goflip  that  will  cant; 
Who  ftill  is  pleas'd  with  others  ails. 
And  therefore  carries  fpiteful  tales. 
She  thought  that  fhe  might  raife  fome  ftrife    2210 
By  telling  fomething  to  his  Wife : 
That  once  upon  a  time  ftie  ftood 
In  fuch  a  place,  in  fuch  a  wood. 
On  fuch  a  day,  and  fuch  a  year. 
There  did,  at  leaft  there  did  appear  2215 

('Caufe  for  the  world  ftie  would  not  lye. 
As  Ihe  muft  tell  her  by  the  bye) 
Her  Huft)and;  firft  more  loudly  hauling. 
And  afterwards  more  foftly  calling 
A  perfon  not  of  the  beft  fame,  2220 

And  Miftrefs  Cooler  was  her  name. 

G4 


KING'S     POEMS. 

"  Now,  Goffip,  why  fhould  fhe  come  thither  ? 
"  But  that  they  might  be  naught  together?" 

When  Cris  heard  all,  her  colour  turn'd. 
And  though  her  heart  within  her  burn'd,       2225 
And  eyeballs  fent  forth  fudden  fla&es. 
Her  cheeks  and  lips  were  pale  as  aflies. 
Then,  "  Woe  the  day  that  flie  was  born!" 
The  nightrail  innocent  was  torn : 
Many  a  thump  was  given  the  breaft,  2230 

"  And  fhe,  oh,  fhe  fhould  never  reft ! 
*'  She  ftrait  would  heigh  her  to  the  wood, 
"  And  he'd  repent  it — that  he  fhould." 
With  eager  hafte  away  fhe  moves. 
Never  regarding  fcarf  or  gloves:  2235 

Into  the  grotto  foon  flie  creeps. 
And  into  every  thicket  peeps. 
And  to  her  eyes  there  did  appear 
Two  prints  of  bodies — that  was  clear : 
*<  And  now  (fhe  cries)  I  plainly  fee  2240 

"  How  time  and  place,  and  all  agree  : 
"  But  here 's  a  covert,  where  I  '11  lie, 
"  And  I  fhall  have  them  by  and  by." 

'Twas  noon;  and  Cephalus,  as  laft  time. 
Heated  and  ruffled  with  his  pallime,  2245 

Came  tu  the  very  felf-fame  place 
Where  he  was  us'd  to  wafh  his  face; 
And  then  he  fung,  and  then  he  hum'd. 
And  on  his  knee  with  fingers  thrum'd. 
When  Crifly  found  all  matters  fair,  2250 

And  that  he  only  wanted  Air, 
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Saw  what  device  was  took  to  fool  her. 
And  no  fuch  one  as  Miilrefs  Cooler ; 
Miftrufting  then  no  future  harms. 
She  would  have  rufti'd  into  his  arms;  ^^SS 

But,  as  the  leaves  began  to  ruftle. 
He  thought  fome  beall:  had  made  the  buftle. 
He  fhot,  then  cried,  "  I  've  kill'd  my  Deer." —  -% 
"  Ay,  fo  you  have,"  (fays  Cris)  "  I  fear." —  C 
"  Why,  CrifTy,  pray  what  made  you  here?"      > 
"  By  Goflip  Trot,  I  underftood  2261 

*'  You  kept  a  fmall  Girl  in  this  wood." 
Quoth  Ceph,  "  'Tis  pity  thou  fhould'ft  die 
"  For  this  thy  foolifli  jealoufy: 
"  For  'tis  a  paffion  that  does  move  2265 

*'  Too  often  from  excefs  of  love." 
But,  when  they  fought  for  wound  full  fore. 
The  petticoat  was  only  tore. 
And  (he  had  got  a  lufty  thump. 
Which  in  fome  meafure  bruis'd  her  rump.     2270 
Then  home  moft  lovingly  they  went :  i 

Neither  had  reafon  to  repent.  ^ 

Their  following  years  pafs'd  in  content;  3 

And  CrifTy  made  him  the  beft  wife 
For  the  remainder  of  his  life.  2275 

The  Mufe  has  done,  nor  will  more  laws  obtrude. 
Left  fhe,  by  being  tedious,  Ihould  be  rude. 
Unbrace  Love's  fwans,  let  them  unliarnefs'd  ftray. 
And  eat  Ambrofia  through  the  milky  way. 
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Give  liberty  to  every  Paphian  Dove,  2289 

And  let  them  freely  with  the  Cupids  rove. 

But,  when  the  Amazonian  trophies  rife 

With  monuments  of  their  paft  viftories ; 

With  what  difcretion  and  what  art  they  fought ; 

X.et  them  record, "  They  were  by  Ov  i  d  taught."  2285 
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INCOMPARABLE  ODE  OF  MALHERBE's*. 

WRITTEN    BY    HIM    WHEN    THE    MARRIAGE    WAS 
ON    FOOT    BETWEEN    THE    KING    OF    FRANCEf 
AND    ANNE    OF    AUSTRIA. 


Tranflated  by  a  great  Admirer  of  the  Eafincfs  of  French  Poetry, 


Cette  Anne  ft  belle, 

^u'on  v ant e  Ji  fort, 
Pourqiwy  ne  'vient  elle? 

Vrayment,  elle  a  tort ! 
Son  Louis  foupire 

Apres  fes  appas  : 
^e  'veut  die  dire, 

^e  elle  ne  'vient  pas  ? 
Si  il  ne  la  poffede, 

11  s^en  nja  mourir; 
Donnons  y  remede, 

Allans  la  querir. 


This  Anna  fo  fair. 

So  talk'd  of  by  fame. 
Why  don't  flie  appear  ? 

Indeed,  fhe  's  to  blame  ! 
Lewis  fighs  for  the  fake 

Of  her  charms,  as  they  fay; 
What  excufe  can  fhe  make 

For  not  coming  away  r 
If  he  does  not  pofiefs. 

He  dies  with  dcfpair; 
Let 's  give  him  redrefs. 

And  go  find  out  the  Fair. 


*  The  TranflLUor  propofed  to  turn  this  Ode  with  all  imaginable 
cxaftncfs ;  and  he  hopes  he  has  been  pretty  juft  to  Malherbe: 
only  in  the  fixth  line  he  has  made  a  fmall  addition  of  thefe  three 
words,  "  as  they  fay;"  which  he  thinks  is  excufable,  if  we  con- 
fidcr  the  French  Poet  there  talks  a  little  too  familiarly  of  the 
king's  paflion,  as  if  the  king  himfcif  had  owned  it  to  him.  The 
Tranflator  thinks  it  more  mannerly  and  refpedlful  in  Malherbe 
to  pretend  to  have  the  account  of  it  only  by  hearfay.     Kikg. 

•\  Lewis  the  Fourteenth. 
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THE    FURMETARY; 

A  VERY  INNOCENT   AND    HARMLESS    POEM*, 

IN      THREE      canto's. 

FIRST    PRINTED    IN     1699. 


PREFACE. 

rp  H  E  Author  of  the  following  Poem  may  be 
thought  to  write  for  fame,  and  the  applaufe  of 
the  town :  bat  he  wholly  difowns  it ;  for  he  writes 
only  for  ihe  public  good,  the  benefit  of  his  coun- 
try, and  the  manufafture  of  England.  It  is  well 
known,  that  gra-oe  Senators  have  often,  at  the 
Palace-yard,  rcfreflied  themfelves  with  Barley- 
broth  in  a  morning,  which  has  had  a  very  folid 
influence  on  their  counfels;  it  is  therefore  hoped 
that  other  perfons  may  ufe  it  with  the  like  fuccefs. 
No  man  can  be  ignorant,  how  of  late  years  Coffee 
and  Tea  in  a  morning  has  prevailed;  nay.  Cold 

*  Written  to  pleafe  a  Gentleman  who  thought  nothing 
fmooth  or  lofty  could  be  written  upon  a  mean  fubjeft;  but  had 
no  intent  of  making  any  refledion  upon  "  The  Difpenfary," 
■which  has  defervedly  gained  a  lading  reputation.     King. 


PREFACE    TO    THE    FURMETARY.       05 

Waters  have  obtained  their  commendation;  and 
Wells  are  fprung  up  from  Adlon  to  Iflington,  and 
crofs  the  water  to  Lambeth.  Thefe  liquors  have 
feveral  eminent  champions  of  all  profefiions.  But 
there  have  not  been  wanting  perfons,  in  all  ages, 
that  have  Ihewn  a  true  love  for  their  country,  and 
the  proper  diet  of  it,  as  Water-gruel,  Milk- 
porridge,  Rice-milk,  and  efpecially  Furmetry  both 
with  Plums  and  without.  To  this  end,  feveral 
worthy  perfons  have  encouraged  the  eating  fuch 
wholefome  diet  in  the  morning;  and,  that  the  poor 
may  be  provided,  they  have  defired  feveral  Ma- 
trons to  lland  at  Smithfield-bars,  LeadenhaU- 
market.  Stocks-market,  and  divers  other  noted 
places  in  the  City,  efpecially  at  Fleet-ditch ;  there 
to  difpenfe  Furmetry  to  labouring  people,  and  the 
poor,  at  reafonable  rates,  at  three -half-pence  and 
two-pence  a  difli,  which  is  not  dear,  the  plums 
being  confidered. 

The  places  are  generally  flyledFurnietaries,  be- 
caufe  that  food  has  got  the  general  efteem  j  but  that 
at  Fleet-ditch  I  take  to  be  one  of  the  moll  remark- 
able, and  therefore  I  have  ftyled  it,  "  The  Fur- 
**  metary;"  and  could  eafily  have  had  a  certificate 
of  the  ufefulnefs  of  this  Furmctary,  figned  by  feve- 
ral eminent  Carmen,  Gardeners,  Journeymen- 
taylors,  and  Bafket-womcn,  who  have  promifed  to 
contribute  to  the  maintenance  of  the  fame,  in  cafe 
the  Coffee-houfes  fliould  proceed  to  oppofe  it. 

I  have  thought  this  a  very  proper  fubjcdl  for  an 
Heroic  Poem;  and  endeavoured  to  be  as  fmooth 
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in  my  verfe,  and  as  inofFenfive  in  my  chara(^ers,  as 
was  poffible.  It  is  my  cafe  with  Lucretius,  that 
I  write  upon  a  fubjeft  not  treated  of  by  the 
Ancients.  But,  "  the  greater  labour,  the  greater 
«  glory." 

Virgil  had  a  Homer  to  imitate ;  but  I  ftand  upon 
my  own  legs,  without  any  fupport  from  abroad. 
I  therefore  fhall  have  more  occafion  for  the 
Reader's  favour,  who,  from  the  kind  acceptance 
of  this,  may  expedl  the  defcripticn  of  other  Fur- 
metaries  about  this  Gity,  from  his  moft  humble 
fervant. 

And  per  se  Ano. 


CANTO 


"^T  O  fooner  did  the  grey-ey'd  Morning  peep, 
■*"^   And  yawning  mortals  ftretch  themfelves  from 

fleep ; 
Finders  of  gold  were  now  but  newly  paft. 
And  bafket-women  did  to  Market  hafte ; 
The  Watchmen  were  but  juft  returning  home,      5 
To  give  the  thieves  more  liberty  to  roam  ; 
When  from  a  hill,  by  growing  beams  of  light, 
A  ftately  pile  was  ofFer'd  to  the  fight; 
Three  fpacious  doors  let  p:i{rengers  go  through. 
And  diftant  ftones  did  terminate  their  view:         10 
Juft  here,  as  ancient  Poets  fing,  there  ftood 
The  noble  palace  of  the  valiant  Lud  ; 
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His  Image  now  appears  in  Portland  ftone. 

Each  fide  fupported  by  a  god-like  fon  * ; 

But,  underneath,  all  the  three  heroes  Ihine,  "i 

In  living  colours,  drawn  upon  a  fign,  > 

Which  fhews  the  way  to  Ale,  but  not  to  Wine.       J 

Near  is  a  place  enclos'd  with  iron-bars. 
Where  many  mortals  curfe  their  cruel  ftars. 
When  brought  by  Ufurers  into  diftrefs,  20 

For  having  little  ftill  muft  live  on  lefs : 
Stern  Avarice  there  keeps  the  relentlefs  door. 
And  bids  each  wretch  eternally  be  poor. 
Hence  Hunger  rifes,  difmally  he  flalks. 
And  takes  each  fingle  prifoner  in  his  walks :  25 

This  duty  done,  the  meagre  monfter  Hares, 
Holds  up  his  bones,  and  thus  begins  his  prayers : 

"  Thou,  Goddefs  Famine,  thatcanft  fend  us  blights, 
*'  With  parching  heat  by  day,  and  ftorm  by  nights, 

*  As  Dr.  King's  defcription  of  Ludgate,  though  familiar  to 
the  prefent  age,  will  be  lefs  intelligible  to  the  rifing  generation,  it 
may  not  be  improper  to  obferve,  that  its  name,  which  Geoffry  of 
Monmouth  has  afcribed  to  King  Lud,  was  with  greater  propriety 
derived  from  its  fituation  near  the  rivulet  Flud,  or  Fleet,  which 
ran  near  it. — So  early  as  1373,  Ludgate  was  conftituted  a  prifon 
for  poor  debtors  who  were  free  of  the  city ;  and  was  greatly  en- 
larged in  1454,  by  Sir  Stephen  Forfter,  who,  after  having  been 
himfelf  confined  there,  became  lord  mayor  of  London,  and 
cftabliHied  feveral  benevolent  regulations  for  its  government.^ 
The  old  gate  becoming  ruinous,  an  elegant  building,  as  above 
defcribcd  by  Dr.  King,  was  ercdled  in  1586,  with  the  ftatue  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  on  the  Weft  front,  and  thofe  of  the  pretended 
King  Lud  and  his  two  fons  on  the  Eaft.  This  was  pulled  down 
in  1760,  and  the  ftatue  of  Elizabeth  placed  againft  the  church  of 
St.  Dunftan  in  the  Weft.  Since  that  time,  the  city  debtors 
have  been  confined  in  a  part  of  the  London  workhoufe  in  Bifhopf- 
gate-ftreet.     N. 
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"  Aflift  me  now:  fo  may  all  lands  be  thine,  50 

"  And  fiioals  of  orphans  at  thy  altars  pine ! 

*'  Long  may  thy  reign  continue  on  each  ihore, 

*'  Where-ever  Peace  and  Plenty  reign'd  before  ! 

"  I  muft  confefs,  that  to  thy  gracious  hand 

*'  I  widows  owe,  that  are  at  my  command;  35 

**  I  joy  to  hear  their  numerous  children's  cries ; 

"  And  blefs  thy  power,  to  find  they  've  no  fupplies. 

"  I  thank  thee  for  thofe  Martyrs,  who  would  flee  "^ 

•'  From  fuperlHtious  rites  and  tyranny,  > 

"  And  find  their  fullnefs  of  reward  in  me.  3 

"  But  'tis  with  much  humility  I  own,  41 

*'  That  generous  favour  you  have  lately  Ihown, 

*'  When  men,  that  bravely  have  their  country  ferv'd,*) 

"  Receiv'd  the  juft  reward  that  they  deferv'd  > 

"  And  are  preferr'd  to  me,  and  Ihall  be  itarv'd.     J 

*'  I  can,  but  with  regret,  I  can  defpife  46 

**  Innumerable  of  the  London  cries, 

**  When  Peafe,  and  Mackarel,  with  their  harlher  found, 

"  The  tender  organs  of  my  ears  confound; 

"  But  that  which  makes  my  projedls  all  mifcarry,  50 

*'  Is  this  inhuman,  fatal  Furmetary. 

*'  Not  far  from  hence,  juft  by  the  Bridge  of  Fleet, 
"  With  Spoons  and  Porringers,  and  Napkin  neat, 
*'  A  faithlefs  Syren  does  entice  the  fenfe,,  ^ 

*'  By  fumes  of  viands,  which  fhe  does  difpenfe  > 
*'  To  mortal  ftomachs,  for  rev/arding  pence;  •  3 
"  Whilft  each  man's  earlieft  thoughts  would  banifh  mc. 
*'  Who  have  no  other  oracle  but  thee." 
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CANTO        II. 

TTTHiLST  fuch-like  prayers  keen  Hunger  would  ad- 
vance. 
Fainting  and  weaknefs  threw  Iiim  in  a  trance :         60 
Famine  took  pity  on  her  careful  flave» 
And  kindly  to  him  this  aillllance  gave. 
She  took  the  figure  of  a  thin  parch'd  Maid, 
Who  many  years  had  for  a  Hufband  ftaid ; 
And,  coming  near  to  Hunger,  thus  fhe  faid : 

"  My  darling  fon,  whilft  Peace  and  Plenty  fmile, 
"  And  Happinefs  would  over-run  this  ifle, 
**  I  joy  to  fee,  by  this  thy  prefent  care, 
"  I  've  ftill  fome  friends  remaining  fince  the  war : 
"  In  fpite  of  us,  A  does  on  Venifon  feed,  70 

"  And  Bread  and  Butter  is  for  B  decreed ; 
"CD  combines  with  E  F  's  generous  foul, 
"  To  pafs  their  minutes  with  the  fparkling  bowl; 
*'  H  I 's  good-nature,  from  his  endlefs  ttore, 
**  Is  IHll  conferring  bleffings  on  the  poor, 
*'  For  none,  except  'tis  K,  regards  them  more. 
"  L,  M,  N,  O,  P,  Q^,  is  vainly  great, 
"  And  fquanders  half  his  fub fiance  in  a  treat. 
"  Nice  eating  by  R,  S,  is  underllood; 
"  T's  fupper,  though  but  little,  yet  is  good;         80 
"  U's  converfation 's  equal  to  his  wine, 
*'  You  fup  with  W,  whene'er  you  ({me  : 
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*'  X,  Y,  and  Z,  hating  to  be  confin'd, 

"  Ramble  to  the  next  Eating-houfe  they  find ;        84 

*'  Pleafant,  good-humour'd,  beautiful,  and  gay, 

*'  Sometimes  with  mufick,  and  fometimes  with  play, 

"  Prolong  their  pleafures  till  th' approaching  day. 

"  And  per  se  And  alone,  as  Poets  ufe, 

*'  The  ilarving  diftates  of  my  rules  purfues ;  89 

*'  No  fwinging  coachman  does  afore  him  Ihine, 

**  Nor  has  he  any  conftant  place  to  dine, 

*'  But  all  his  notions  of  a  meal  are  mine. 

"  Hafte,  hafte,  to  him,  a  blefling  give  from  me, 

*'  And  bid  him  write  fliiirp  things  on  Fur  met  ry. 

"  But  J  would  have  thee  to  Coftedro  go,  95 

"  And  let  Tobacco  too  thy  bufmefs  know  ; 

"  With  famous  Teedrums  in  this  cafe  advife, 

*'  Rely  on  Sngoe,  who  is  always  wife. 

"  Amidft  fuch  counfel,  banifli  all  defpair; 

"  Truft  me,  you  fhall  fucceed  in  this  affair:  100 

"  That  projeft  which  they  Furmetary  call, 

"  Before  next  Breakfaft-time  Ihall  furely  fall !" 

This  faid,  fhe  quickly  vanilh'd  in  a  wind 
Had  long  within  her  body  been  confin'd. 
Thus  Hercules,  when  he  his  miftrefs  found,  105 

Soon  knew  her  by  her  fcent,  and  by  her  found. 
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CANTO      III. 

ttunger  rejoic'd  to  hear  the  bicll  command. 

That  FuRMETARY  Ihould  no  longer  Hand; 
With  fpeed  he  to  CoiFedro's  manfion  flies. 
And  bids  the  pale-fac'd  mortal  quickly  rife.  1 10 

"  Arife,  my  friend ;  for  upon  thee  do  wait 
*'  Difmal  events  and  prodigies  of  Fate  ! 
'*  'Tis  break  of  day,  thy  footy  broth  prepare, 
"  And  all  thy  other  liquors  for  a  war :  1 1^ 

*'  Roufe  up  Tobacco,  whofe  delicious  fight, 
*'  Illuminated  round  with  beams  of  light, 
*'  To  my  impatient  mind  will  caufe  delight. 
**  How  will  he  conquer  noftrils  that  prefume 
**  To  ftand  th'  attack  of  his  impetuous  fume  ! 
*'  Let  handfome  Teedrums  too  be  call'd  to  arms,  120 
"  For  he  has  courage  in  the  midft  of  charms : 
"  Sagoe  with  counfel  fills  his  wakeful  brains, 
*'  But  then  his  wifdom  countervails  his  pains ; 
"  'Tis  he  (hall  be  your  guide,  he  fhall  efFed: 
**  That  glorious  conqueft  which  we  all  expedl:      12 
**  The  brave  Heflorvus  Ihall  command  this  force; 
*'  He'll  meet  Tubcarrio's  Foot,  or,  which  is  worfe 
*'  Oppofe  the  fury  of  Carmanniel's  Horfe. 
"  For  his  reward,  this  he  fhall  have  each  day, 
"  Drink  Coffee,  then Jirut  out,  and ne-ver pay.'*  I  jO 

It  was  not  long  ere  the  Grandees  were  met. 
And  round  7ieivs-papers  in  full  order  fct. 
H  2 
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Then  Sagoe,  rifmg,  faid,  "  I  hope  you  hear 

"  Hunger's  advice  with  an  obedient  ear; 

"  Our  great  defign  admits  of  no  delay,  135 

"  Famine  commands,  and  we  muft  all  obey: 

"  That  Syren  which  does  Furmetary  keep 

"  Long  fince  is  rifen  from  the  bands  of  fleep; 

"  Her  Spoons  and  Porringers,  with  art  difplay'd, 

**  Many  of  Hunger's  fubjedls  have  betray'd."       140 

"  To  arms,"  Hedlorvus  cried:  "  CofFedro  ftout, 
"  IlTue  forth  liquor  from  thy  fcalding  fpoutl" 

Great  One-and-all-i  gives  the  firft  alarms; 
Then  each  man  fnatches  up  ofFenlive  arms. 
To  Ditch  of  Fleet  courageoufly  they  run,  145 

(picker  than  thought;  the  battle  is  begun: 
Heftorvus  firft  Tubcarrio  does  attack, 
And  by  furprize  foon  lays  him  on  his  back; 
Thirfto  and  Drowtho  then,  approaching  near. 
Soon  overthrow  two  magazines  of  Beer.  150 

The  innocent  Syrena  little  thought 
That  all  thefe  arms  againft  her felf  were  brought; 
Nor  that  in  her  defence  the  drink  was  fpilt: 
How  could  (he  fear,  that  never  yet  knew  guilt  ? 
Her  fragrant  Juice,  and  her  delicious  Plums,        155 
She  does  difpeufe  (with  gold  upon  her  thumbs)  : 
Virgins  and  Youths  around  her  flood ;  Ihe  fate, 
Environ'd  with  a  "Wooden-chair  of  ftate. 

In  the  mean  time.  Tobacco  fcrives  to  vex 
A  numerous  fquadron  of  the  tender  fex;  160 

V/hat  witli  ftrong  fmoak,  and  with  his  ftronger  breath. 
He  funks  Bafketia  and  her  fon  to  death. 
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CofFedro  then,  with  Teedrums  and  the  band 
Who.  carried  fcalding  liquors  in  their  hand. 
Throw  watery  ammunition  in  their  eyes;  165 

On  which  Syrena's  party  frighten'd  fiies : 
Carmannio  ftraight  drives  up  a  buhvark  ftrong. 
And  horfe  oppoies  to  Coitedro's  throng. 
Coledrivio  ftands  for  bright  Syrena's  guard. 
And  all  her  rallied  Forces  are  prepar'd;  170 

Carmannio  then  to  Teedrums'  fquadron  makes. 
And  the  lean  mortal  by  the  buttons  takes ; 
Not  Teedrums'  arts  Carmannio  could  befeech. 
But  his  rough  valour  throws  him  in  the  ditch. 
Syrena,  though  furpriz'd,  refolv'd  to  be  I75 

The  great  Bonduca  of  her  Furmetry: 
Before  her  throne  courageoufly  Ihe  {lands. 
Managing  ladles-full  with  both  her  hands. 
The  numerous  Plums  like  hail-fhot  flew  about. 
And  Plenty  foon  difpers'd  the  meagre  rout.  180 

So  have  I  feen,  at  Fair  that 's  nam'd  from.  Horn, 
Many  a  Ladle's  blow  by  Prentice  borne; 
In  vain  he  ftrives  their  paflions  to  afTuage, 
With  threats  would  frighten,  with  foft  words  engage ; 
Until,  through  Milky  gauntlet  foundly  beat,  185 

His  prudent  heels  fecure  a  quick  retreat. 

*'  Jamque  opus  exegi,  quod  nee  Jovis  ira,  ncc  ignis, 
♦'  Nee  poterit  ferrum,  nee  edax  abolere  vetuflas !" 
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MULLY     OF     MOUNTOWN*^ 

FIRST     PRINTED     BY    THE    AUTHOR     IN     I  7O4. 
I. 

•KyfouNTowN  f  !    thou  fwect  retreat  from  Dublin 

cares. 
Be  famous  for  thy  Apples  and  thy  Pears ; 
For  Turnips,  Carrots,  Lettuce,  Beans,  and  Peafe; 
For  Peggy's  Butter,  and  for  Peggy's  Cheefe. 
May  clouds  of  Pigeons  round  about  thee  flyl  5 

But  condefcend  fometimes  to  make  a  Pye. 
May  fat  Geefe  gaggle  with  melodious  voice. 
And  ne'er  want  Goofeberries  or  Apple-fauce  ! 
Ducks  in  thy  Ponds,  and  Chicken  in  thy  Pens, 
And  be  thy  Turkeys  numerous  as  thy  Hens  !  1  o 

May  thy  black  Pigs  lie  warm  In  little  ftye. 
And  have  no  thought  to  grieve  them  till  they  die ! 
Mountown!  the  Mufes'  moll  delicious  theme; 
Oh  !  may  thy  Codlins  ever  fwim  in  Cream  ! 
Thy  Rafp-  and  Straw-berries  in  Bourdeaux  drown,  15 
To  add  a  redder  tindlure  to  their  own ! 
Thy  White-wine,  Sugar,  Milk,  together  club. 
To  make  that  gentle  viand  Syllabub. 

*  It  was  taken  for  a  State  Poem,  and  to  have  many  myfteiles 
in  it;  though  it  was  only  made,  as  well  as  "  Orpheus  and  Eury- 
*'  dice,"  for  country  diverfion.     King. 

f  A  plcafant  villa  t'j  the  South  of  Dublin,  near  the  Tea. 
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ThyTarts  toTarts,  Cheefe-cakes  to  Cheefe-cakes  join. 

To  fpoil  the  relifli  of  the  flowing  Wine.  zo 

But  to  the  fading  palate  bring  relief. 

By  thy  Weftphalian  Ham,  or  Belgic  Beef; 

And,  to  complete  thy  bleflings,  in  a  word. 

May  ftill  thy  foil  be  generous  as  its  Lord  *  ! 

11. 

Oh!   Peggy,  Peggy>  when  thou  goeft  to  brew,    25 
Confider  well  what  you  're  about  to  do ; 
Be  very  wife,  very  fedately  think 
That  what  you're  going  now  to  make  is  drink  % 
Confider  who  muft  drink  that  drink;  and  then. 
What  'tis  to  have  the  praife  oi  honefi  men  :  30 

For  furely,  Peggy,  while  that  drink  does  laft, 
'Tis  Peggy  will  be  toajied  or  di/grac^d. 
Then,  if  thy  Ale  mglnfs  thou  would' ll  conune. 
To  make  its  fparkling  rays  in  beauty  fhine,  34 

Let  thy  clean  Bottle  be  entirely  dry,  ^ 

Left  a  white  fubftance  to  the  furface  fly,  V 

And,  floating  there,  difturb  the  curious  eye.  j 

But  this  great  maxim  muft  be  underftood, 
"  Be  fure,  nay  very  fure,  thy  cork  be  good!" 
Then  future  ages  ftiall  of  Peggy  tell,  40 

That  Nymph  that  brc--M'd  and  bottled  Ale  fo  well. 

in. 

How  fleet  is  air  !  how  many  things  have  breath. 
Which  in  a  moment  they  refign  to  death; 

*  Judge  Upton. 
H   4 
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Depriv'd  of  light,  and  all  their  happiefl:  Hate, 
Not  by  their  fault,  but  feme  o'er-ruling  Fate  !       45 
Although  fair  flowers,  that  juftly  might  invite, 
Are  cropt,  nay  torn  away,  for  man's  delight; 
Yet  Hill  thofe  flowers,  alas  !  can  make  no  moan. 
Nor  has  Narcifl'us  now  a  power  to  groan  ! 
But  all  thofe  things  which  breathe  in  different  frame. 
By  tie  of  common  breath,  man's  pity  claim.  5  i 

A  gentle  Lamb  has  rhetorick  to  plead,  -i 

And,  when  ftie  fees  the  Butcher's  knife  decreed,  > 
Her  voice  intreats  him  not  to  make  her  bleed :  3 
But  cruel  gain,  and  luxury  of  tafte,  55 

With  pride,  ftill  lays  man's  /cUo-m- mortals  wafte : 
What  earth  and  waters  breed,  or  air  infpires, 
Man  for  his  palate  fits  by  torturing  fires. 

MuLLY,  a  Cow,  fprung  from  a  beauteous  race. 
With  fpreading  front,  did  Mountown's  paftures  grace. 
Gentle  flie  was,  and,  with  a  gentle  fl:ream,  61 

Each  morn  and  night  gave  Milk  that  equal'd  Cream. 
Oftending  none,  of  none  flie  flood  in  dread. 
Much  lefs  of  perfons  which  fhe  daily y^^;  _ 
"  But  Innocence  cannot  itfelf  defend  65 

*'  'Gainfl  treacherous  arts,  veil'd  with  the  name  of 
"  Friend." 

Robin  of  Derby-fliire,  whofe  temper  Ihocks 
The  conflitution  of  his  native  rocks ; 
Born  in  a  place*,  which,  if  it  once  be  nam'd. 
Would  make  a  blufliing  modefty  afham'd ;  70 

"*  The  Devil's  Arfe  of  Peak  ;  defcribcd  by  Ilobbes  in  a  Poem 
"  De  Mirabilibus  Pccci,"  the  bcft  of  his  poetical  performances.  N. 
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He  with  indulgence  kindly  did  appear 

To  make  poor  Mully  his  peculiar  care; 

But  Inwardly  this  fuUen  churlifh  thief 

Had  all  his  mind  plac'd  upon  Mully's  Beef; 

His  fancy  fed  on  her;  and  thus  he'd  cry,  75 

"  Mully,  as  fure  as  I  'm  alive,  you  die '. 

"  'Tis  a  brave  Cow.     O,  Sirs,  when  Chriftmas  comes, 

"  Thefe  Shins  fliall  make  the  Porridge  grac'd  with 

"  Plums; 
"  Then,  'midft  our  cups,  whilft  we  profufely  dine, 
"  This  blade  fliall  enter  deep  in  Mully's  Chine.     80 
"  What  Ribs,  what  Rumps,  what  bak'd.boil'd,  ftew'd, 

**  and  roaft! 
"  There  fhan't  one  fingle  Tripe  of  her  be  loft  !" 

When  Peggy,  Nymph  of  Mountown,  heard  thefe 
founds. 
She  griev'd  to  hear  of  Mully's  future  wounds. 
"  What  crime,"  faid  Ihe,  "  has  gentle  Mully  done  ? 
''  Witnefs  the  rifmg  and  the  fetting  Sun,  86 

"  That  knows  what  Milk  flie  conftantly  would  give ! 
"  Let  that  quench  Robin's  rage,  and  Mully  live." 

Daniel,  a  fprightly  Swain,  that  us'd  to  flafh 
The  vigorous  Steeds  that  drew  his  Lord's  calafli,    90 
To  Peggy's  fide  inclin'd;  for  'twas  well  known 
How  well  he  lov'd  thofe  Cattle  of  his  own. 

Then  Terence  fpoke,  oraculous  and  fly. 
He  'd  neither  grant  the  qucftion  nor  deny ; 
Pleading  for  Milk,  his  thoughts  were  on  Mince-pye 
But  all  his  arguments  fo  dubious  were,  96 

That  Mully  thence  had  neither  hopes  nor  fear. 
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"  You've  fpoke,"  fays  Robin;  "  but  now,  let  me 
*'  tell  ye, 
*'  'Tis  not  fair  fpoken  words  that  fill  the  belly  : 
"  Pudding  and  Beef  I  love;  and  cannot  ftoop       ico 
**  To  recommend  your  bonny-clapper  Soup. 
"  You  fay  fhe  's  innocent :  but  what  of  that  ? 
**  'Tis  more  than  crime  fufficient  that  ihe's/atf 
*'  And  that  which  is  prevailing  in  this  cafe 
"  Is,  there's  another  Cow  to  fill  her  place.  105 

*'  And,  granting  MuUy  to  have  Milk  in  ftore, 
"  Yet  Hill  this  other  Cow  will  give  us  more. 
**  She  dies." — Stop  here,  my  Mufe:  forbear  the  reft: 
And  veil  that  grief  which  cannot  be  expreft  ! 
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ORPHEUS    AND    EURYDICE. 

FIRST    PRINTED    BY     THE     AUTHOR     IN     17041 

A  S  Poets  fay,  one  Orpheus  went 
To  Hell  upon  an  odd  intent. 
Firft  tell  the  ftory,  then  let 's  know. 
If  any  one  will  do  fo  now. 

This  Orpheus  was  a  jolly  boy,  5 

Bom  long  before  the  Siege  of  Troy ; 
His  parents  found  the  lad  was  fharp. 
And  taught  him  on  the  Irifh  Harp  ; 
And,  when  grown  fit  for  marriage -life. 
Gave  him  Eurydice  for  wife  ;  10 

And  they,  as  foon  as  match  was  made. 
Set  up  the  Ballad-finging  trade. 

The  cunning  varlet  could  devife. 
For  country  folks,  ten  thoufand  lyes ; 
Affirming  all  thofe  monflrous  things  15 

Were  done  by  force  oi  harp  2sv6.  firings  ; 
Could  make  a  Tiger  in  a  trice 
Tame  as  a  Cat,  and  catch  your  Mice ; 
Could  make  a  Lion's  courage  flag. 
And  ftraight  could  animate  a  Stag,  20 

And,  by  the  help  of  pleafmg  ditties. 
Make  Mill-ftones  run,  and  build  up  Cities ; 
Each  had  the  ufe  of  fluent  tongue. 
If  Dice  fcolded,  Orpheus  fung. 
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And  fo,  by  difcord  without  flrife,  25 

Compos'd  one  harmony  of  life  ; 
And  thus,  as  all  their  matters  flood,  .• 

They  got  an  honeft  livelihood. 

Happy  were  mortals,  could  they  be 
From  any  fudden  danger  free  !  30 

Happy  were  Poets,  could  their  fong 
The  feeble  thread  of  life  prolong  ! 

But,  as  thefe  two  went  ftrolling  on. 
Poor  Dice's  fcene  of  life  was  done  ; 
Away  her  fleeting  breath  muft  fly,  35 

Yet  no  one  knows  wherefore,  or  why. 

This  caus'd  the  general  lamentation. 
To  all  that  knew  her  in  her  llation  ; 
How  brifk  fhe  was  fl:ill  to  advance 
The  Harper's  gain,  and  lead  the  dance,  40 

In  every  tune  obferve  her  thrill. 
Sing  on,  yet  change  the  money  fl:ill. 

Orpheus  beft  knew  what  lofs  he  had. 
And,  thinking  on't,  fell  almoft  mad. 
And  in  defpair  to  Linus  ran,  45 

Who  was  elleem'd  a  Cunning-man ; 
Cried,  *'  He  again  mull  Dice  have, 
"  Or  elfe  be  buried  in  her  grave." 

Quoth  Linus,  "  Soft,  refrain  your  forrow  : 
"  What  fails  to-day,  may  fpeed  to-morrow.      50 
"  Thank  you  the  Gods  for  whate'er  happens, 
*'  But  don't  fall  out  with  your  fat  capons. 
**  'Tis  many  an  honefl  man's  petition, 
*'  That  he  may  be  in  your  condition. 
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"  If  fuch  a  bleffing  might  be  had,  cc 

"  To  change  a  living  wife  for  dead, 

*'  I'd  be  your  chapman  ;  nay,  I  'd  do 't, 

*'  Though  I  gave  forty  pounds  to  boot. 

"  Coniider  firll:,  you  fave  her  diet ; 

*'  Confider  next,  you  keep  her  quiet:  60 

**  For,  pray,  what  was  fhe  all  along, 

"  Except  the  burthen  of  your  fong  ? 

"  What,  though  your  Dice 's  under  ground ; 

"  Yet  many  a  woman  may  be  found, 

*'  Who,  in  your  gains  if  (he  may  part  take,      65 

*'  Truft  me,  will  quickly  make  your  heart  ach : 

*'  Then  reft  content,  as  widowers  fhould  — 

"  The  Gods  beft  know  what's  for  our  good  !" 

Orpheus  no  longer  could  endure 

Such  wounds  where  he  expefted  cure.  70 

"  Is't  poffible!"  cried  he  :  *'.and  can  ~\ 

"  That  noble  creature,  married  man,  C 

♦'  In  fuch  a  caufe  be  fo  profane  ?  j 

"  I  '11  fly  thee  far  as  I  would  Death, 

♦'  Who  from  my  Dice  took  her  breath."  75 

Which  faid,  he  foon  outftript  the  wind, 

Whilft  puffing  Boreas  lagg'd  behind; 

And  to  Urganda's  cave  he  came, 

A  lady  of  prodigious  fame, 

Whofe  hollow  eyes  and  hopper  breech  80 

Made  common  people  call  her  Witch  ; 

Down  at  her  feet  he  proftrate  lies. 

With  trembling  heart  and  blubber'd  eyes. 
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*'  Tell  me,"  faid  he,  "  for  Aire  you  know 
"  The  Powers  above,  and  thofe  below,  85 

*'  Where  does  Eurydice  remain  ? 
"  How  Ihall  I  fetch  her  back  again  ?" 

She  fmilingly  replied,  "  I  'II  tell  •) 

"  This  eafily  without  a  fpell :  C 

*'  The  wife  you  look  for 's  gone  to  Hell —         j 
*'  Nay,  never  ftart,  man,  for  'tis  fo  ;  ■^ 

•*  Except  one  ill-bred  wife  or  two,  C 

**  The  fafliion  is,  for  all  to  go.  3 

**  Not  that  fhe  will  be  damn'd ;  ne'er  fear 
**  But  Ihe  may  get  preferment  there.  95 

**  Indeed,  (he  might  be  fried  in  pitch, 
•'  If  ftie  had  been  a  bitter  bitch ; 
*'  If  fhe  had  leapt  athwart  a  fword, 
"  And  afterwards  had  broke  her  word. 
*'  But  your  Eurydice,  poor  foul  !  loo 

"  Was  a  good-natur'd  harmlefs  fool ; 
**  Except  a  little  cattervawling, 
*♦  Was  always  painful  in  her  calling; 
"  And,  I  dare  truft  old  Pluto  for't, 
*'  She  will  find  favour  in  his  Court:  105 

*'  But  then  to  fetch  her  back,  that  ftill 
*'  Remains,  and  may  be  part  my  fkill; 
"  For,  'tis  too  fad  a  thing  to  jeft  on, 
"  You're  the  firft  man  e'er  afk'd  the  queftion  ; 
"  For  hufbands  are  fuch  felfifh  elves,  1 10 

"  They  care  for  little  but  themfelves. 
'*  And  then  one  rogue  cries  to  another, 
*♦  Since  this  wife's  gone,  e'en  get  another  : 


3 
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"  Though  moft  men  let  fuch  thoughts  alone, 

"  And  fwear  they've  had  enough  of  one.         \i^ 

"  But,  fince  you  are  fo  kind  to  Dice, 

*'  Follow  the  courfe  which  I  advife  ye; 

"  E'en  go  to  Hell  yourfelf,  and  try 

"  Th'eftea;  of  Mufick's  harmony  ; 

"  For  you  will  hardly  find  a  friend,  120 

"  Whom  you  in  fuch  a  cafe  might  fend  : 

"  Befides,  their  Proferpine  has  been 

**  The  briflceft  dancer  on  the  green, 

"  Before  old  Pluto  ravifh'd  her, 

"  Took  her  to  Hell  —  and  you  may  fwear, 

"  She  had  but  little  Mufick  there; 

"  For,  fmce  fhe  laft  beheld  the  fun, 

"  Her  merry  dancing  days  are  done  : 

"  She  has  a  colt's-tooth  iHll,  T  warrant, 

*'  And  will  not  difapprove  your  errand.  130 

"  Then  your  requeft  does  reafon  feem, 

"  For  what 's  one  fingle  ghoft  to  them  ? 

"  Though  thoufand  phantoms  fhould  invade  ye, 

*'  Pafs  on — Faint  Heart  ne'er  won  fair  Lady  ! 

**  The  bold  a  way  will  find,  or  make;  135 

"  Remember,  'tis  for  Dice's  fake." 

Notliing  pleas'd  Orpheus  half  fo  well. 
As  news  that  he  mull  go  to  Hell. 
Th'  impatient  wight  long'd  to  be  going. 
As  moll  folks  feek  their  own  undoing;  140 

Ne'er  thought  of  what  he  left  behind ; 
Never  confider'd  he  fliould  find 
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Scarce  any  pafTenger  befide 
Himfelf,  nor  could  he  hire  a  guide. 

"  Will  Mufick  do 't  ?"  cried  he.  "  Ne'er  heed : 
"  My  harp  fhall  make  the  marble  bleed;         146 
"  My  harp  all  dangers  fhall  remove, 
*'  And  dare  all  flames,  but  thofe  of  Love." 

Then  kneeling  begs,  in  terms  moft  civil, 
Urganda's  pafTport  to  the  Devil.  150 

Her  pafs  Ihe  kindly  to  him  gave. 
Then  bade  him  'noint  himfelf  with  falve  ; 
Such  as  thofe  hardy  people  ufe. 
Who  walk  on  fire  without  their  fhoes. 
Who,  on  occafion,  in  a  dark  hole,  155 

Can  gormandize  on  lighted  Charcoal, 
And  drink  eight  quarts  of  flaming  Fuel, 
As  men  in  flux  do  Water-gruel. 
She  bade  him  then  go  to  thofe  caves. 
Where  Conjurers  keep  Fairy  flaves,  160 

Such  fort  of  creatures  as  will  baflie  ye 
A  Kitchen-wench,  for  being  nafty. 
But,  if  fhe  neatly  fcour  her  pewter. 
Give  her  the  money  that  is  due  t'her. 

Orpheus  went  down  a  narrow  hole,  165 

That  was  as  dark  as  any  coal ; 
He  did  at  length  fome  glimmering  fpy. 
By  which,  at  leaft,  he  might  defcry 
Ten  thoufand  little  Fairy  elves. 
Who  there  were  folacing  themfelves.  ,  170 

All  ran  about  him,  cried,  "  Oh,  dear  ! 
"  Who  thought  to  have  feen  Orpheus  here  ? 
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"  'Tis  that  Queen's  birth-day  which  you  fee, 

"  And  you  are  come  as  luckily : 

"  You  had  no  Ballad  but  we  bought  it,  175 

"  Paid  Dice  when  (he  little  thought  it ; 

"  When  you  beneath  the  yew-tree  fat, 

"  We  've  come,  and  all  danc'd  round  your  Hat; 

"  But  whereabouts  did  Dice  leave  ye  ? 

"  She  had  been  welcome.  Sir,  believe  me."    180 

"  TheL*  little  chits  would  make  one  fwear," 
Quoth  Orpheus,  'twLxt  difdain  and  fear. 
**  And  dare  thefe  Urchins  jeer  my  crofles, 
*•  And  laugh  at  mine  and  Dice's  lofTes  ? 
"  Hands  off —  the  monkeys  hold  the  fafter  ;    185 
•'  Sirrahs,  I  'm  going  to  your  Mafter  !" 

"  Good  words,"  quoth  Oberon  :  "  don't  flinch  ; 
"  For,  every  time  you  ftir,  I  '11  pinch ; 
"  But,  if  you  decently  fit  down, 
"  I  '11  firft  equip  you  with  a  crown  ;  190 

"  Then  for  each  dance,  and  for  each  fong, 
"  Our  pence  apiece  the  whole  night  long." 

Orpheus,  who  found  no  remedy. 
Made  virtue  of  neceffity  ; 

Though  all  was  out  of  tune,  their  dance  195 

Would  only  hinder  his  advance. 
Each  note  that  from  his  fingers  fell 
Seem'd  to  be  Dice's  paffing-bell; 
At  laft,  night  let  him  eafe  his  crupper. 
Get  on  his  legs,  to  go  to  fupper.  200 

Quoth  Nab,  "  We  here  have  ftrangers  feldom, 
**  But,  Sir,  to  what  we  have  you're  welcome." 

VOL.  XXVI.  I 
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**  Madam,  they  feem  of  light  digeftlon. 
"  Is  it  not  rude  to  afk  a  queftion, 
"  What  they  may  be,  filh,  fleih,  or  fruit  ?       205 
*'  For  I  ne'er  faw  things  fo  minute." 

"SIR, 

*'  A  roafted  ant,  that 's  nicely  done, 
*'  By  one  fmall  atom  of  the  fun. 
*'  Thefe  are  flies'  eggs,  in  moon-fliine  poach'd; 
*'  This  a  flea's  thigh  in  coUops  fcotch'd,         210 
"  'Twas  hunted  yefterday  i'th'Park, 
**  And  like  t'have  'fcap'd  us  in  the  dark. 
*'  This  is  a  difli  entirely  new, 
"  Butterflies'  brains  diffolv'd  in  dew; 
"  Thefe  lovers'  vows,  thefe  courtiers'  hopes, 
"  Things  to  be  eat  by  microfcopes  ;  215 

"  Thefe  fucking  mites,  a  glow-worm's  heart, 
"  This  a  delicious  rainbow-tart !" 

"  Madam,  I  find,  they're  very  nice, 
"  And  will  digeft  within  a  trice  ; 
"  I  fee  there's  nothing  you  efleem,  220 

"  That's  half  fo  grofs  as  our  whipt-cream  ; 
"  And  I  infer,  from  all  thefe  meats, 
"  That  fuch  light  fuppers  keep  clean  fheets." 

"  But,  Sir,"faid  Ihe,  "  perhaps  you're  dry  !'* 
Then,  fpeaking  to  a  Fairy  by,  225 

"  You  've  taken  care,  my  dear  Endia, 
"  All's  ready  for  my  Ratifia." 
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"SIR, 

**  A  drop  of  water,  newly  torn 
"  Frefh  from  the  rofy-finger'd  Morn  ; 
'•■  A  pearl  of  milk,  that's  gently  preft  230 

"  From  blooming  Hebe's  early  breaft; 
"  With  half  a  one  of  Cupid's  tears, 
"  When  he  in  embryo  firft  appears ; 
"  And  honey  from  an  infant  bee  : 
"  Makes  liquor  for  the  Gods  and  Me  !"         235 

"  Madam,"  fays  he,  "  an 't  pleafe  your  Grace, 
**  I  'm  going  to  a  droughty  place  ; 
"  And,  if  I  an't  too  bold,  pray  charge  her, 
**  The  draught  I  have  be  fomewhat  larger." 

"  Fetch  me,"  faid  fhe,  "  a  mighty  bowl,   240 
"  Like  Oberon's  capacious  foul, 
•'  And  then  fill  up  the  burnifh'd  gold 
"  With  juice  that  makes  the  Britons  bold. 
"  This  from  feven  barley-corns  I  drew, 
*'  Its  years  are  feven,  and  to  the  view 
"  'Tis  clear,  and  fparkles  fit  for  you. 

"  But  ftay  — 
"  When  I  by  Fate  was  laft  time  hurl'd, 
"  To  aft  my  pranks  in  t'other  world, 
*'  I  faw  fome  fparks  as  they  were  drinking, 
"  With  mighty  mirth  and  little  thinking, 
*'  Their  jetts  v/ert  fupernaculum, 
"  I  fnatch'd  the  rubies  from  each  thumb, 
**  And  in  this  cryftal  have  them  here, 
"  Perhaps  you'U  like  it  more  than  Beer." 
I  2 
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Wine  and  late  hours  dUTolv'd  the  feaft. 
And  Men  and  Fairies  went  to  reft. 

The  bed  where  Orpheus  was  to  lie 
Was  all  ftuft'''d  full  of  Harmony: 
Purling  ttreams  and  amorous  rills,  260 

Dying  found  that  never  kills, 
Zephyrus  breathing.  Love  delighting, 
Joy  to  {lumber  foft  inviting. 
Trembling  founds  that  make  no  noife. 
And  fongs  to  pleafe  without  a  voice,  265 

V/ere  mixt  with  down  that  fell  from  Jove, 
When  he  became  a  Swan  for  love. 

'Twas  night,  and  Nature's  felf  lay  dead. 
Nodding  upon  a  feather-bed;  269 

The  mountains  feem'd  to  bend  their  tops,  ^ 

And  Ihutters  cios'd  the  milleners'  fnops,  > 

Excluding  both  the  punks  and  fops  j  J 

No  rufHed  ftreams  to  mill  do  come. 
The  filent  filh  were  ftill  more  dumb  ; 
Look  in  the  chimney,  not  a  (park  there,         275 
And  darknefs  did  itfelf  grow  darker. 

But  Orpheus  could  not  fleep  a  wink, 
Ke  had  too  many  things  to  think : 
But,  in  the  dark,  his  harp  he  ftrung. 
And  to  the  liltening  Fairies  fung.  280 

Prince  Prim,  who  pitied  fo  much  yout4i 
Join'd  with  fuch  conftancy  and  truth. 
Soon  gave  him  thus  to  underftand  ;  -j 

"  Sir,  I  laft  night  receiv'd  command  > 

"  To  fee  you  out  of  Fairy  Land,  3 
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"  Into  the  Realm  of  Nofnotbocai;  286 

"  But  let  not  fear  of  fulphur  choak  ye  ; 
"  For  he  's  a  Fiend  of  fenfe  and  wit, 
"  And  has  got  many  rooms  to  lett." 

As  quick  as  thought,  by  glow-worm  gliaipfe. 
Out  walk  the  Fidler  and  the  Prince.  291 

They  foon  arrive ;  find  Bocai  brewing 
Of  Claret  for  a  Vintner's  Hewing. 

"  I  come  from  Oberon,"  quoth  Prince  Prim. 

"  'Tis  well,"  quoth  Bocai:  "  what  from  him  ? " 

*'  Why,  fomething  flrange ;  this  honefl  man 
"  Had  his  wife  died ;  now,  if  he  can, 
"  He  fays,  he'd  have  her  back  again." 

Then  Bocai,  fmiling,  cried,  "  You  fee, 
"  Orpheus,  you'd  better  flay  with  me.  300 

*'  For,  let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  this  place, 
"  Although  it  has  an  ugly  face, 
"  If  to  its  value  it  were  fold, 
"  Is  worth  ten  thoufand  ton  of  gold  ; 
"  And  very  famous  in  all  ftory,  305 

"  Call'd  by  the  name  of  Purgatory. 
"  For,  when  fome  ages  fhall  have  run, 
"  And  Truth  by  Falfehood  be  undone 
"  Shall  rife  the  Whore  of  Babylon ; 
"  And  this  fame  Whore  Ihall  be  a  Man,         310 
"  Who,  by  his  lies  and  cheating,  can 
•*  Be  fuch  a  trader  in  all  evil, 
"  As  to  outdo  our  friend  the  Devil : 
"  He  and  his  pimps  fhall  fay,  that  when 
"  A  man  is  dying,  thither  then  315 

I  3 
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**  The  Devil  comes  to  take  the  foul, 
"  And  carry  him  down  to  this  hole ; 
"  But,  if  a  man  have  ftore  of  wealth, 
"  To  get  fome  prayers  for  his  foul's  health, 
"  The  Devil  has  then  no  more  to  do,  320 

*'  But  muft  be  forc'd  to  let  him  go. 
"  But  we  are  no  more  fools  thai^  they, 
"  Thus  to  be  bubbled  of  our  prey. 
"  By  thefe  fame  pious  Frauds  and  Lyes, 
"  Shall  many  Monafteries  rife:  325 

*'  Friars  Ihall  get  good  meat  and  beer, 
"  To  pray  folks  out  that  ne'er  came  here; 
"  Pans,  pots,  and  kettles,  fhall  be  given, 
*'  To  fetch  a  man  from  hence  to  Heaven. 
"  Suppofe  a  man  has  taken  purfes,  330 

"  Or  ftolen  fheep,  or  cows,  or  horfes, 
"  And  chances  to  be  hang'd;  you'd  cry, 
*'  Let  him  be  hang'd,  and  fo  good-by. 
"  Hold,  fays  the  Friar ;  let  me  alone, 
"  He 's  but  to  Purgatory  gone  ;  33  j 

"  x'\nd,  if  you'll  let  our  Convent  keep 
"  Thofe  purfes,  cows,  horfes,  and  Iheep, 
"  The  fellow  Ihall  find  no  more  pain, 
*'  Than  if  he  were  alive  again."  3  j^g 

Here  Orpheus  figh'd,  began  to  take  on,  ■\ 
Cried,  "  Could  I  find  the  Whore  you  fpakeon,  > 
"  I  'd  give  him  my  bell  flitch  of  bacon  :  '  3 

*'  I  'd  give  him  cake  and  fugar'd  fack, 
"  If  he  would  bring  my  Dice  back: 
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*'  Rather  than  flie  fhould  longer  ftay,  345 

"  I'd  find  fome  lufty  man  to  pray. 

"  And  then  poor  Dice,  let  him  try  her, 

"  1  dare  fay,  would  requite  the  Friar." 
Great  Nofnotbocai  fmil'd  to  fee 

Such  goodnefs  and  fimplicity.  350 

Then  kindly  led  them  to  a  cell. 

An  outward  granary  of  Hell ; 

A  filthy  place,  that 's  feldom  fwept. 

Where  feeds  of  villainy  are  kept. 

"  Orpheus,"  faid  he,  "  I'd  have  you  take  355 

"  Some  of  thefe  feeds  here,  for  my  fake ; 

"  Which,  if  they  are  difcreetly  hurl'd 

"  Tliroughout  the  parts  of  t'other  world, 

"  They  may  oblige  the  Fiend  you  fue  to, 

*'  And  fill  the  palace  of  old  Pluto.  360 

*'  Sow  pride-feed  uppermoft ;  then  above 

"  En-vy  zxA  fcandal  '^\2iX\.X.  felf-lo've. 
"  Here  take  re-vetige,  and  malice  ijuithout  caufc, 
"•  And  here  contempt  of  honejly  and  lanxis  ; 
"  This  hot  feed's  anger,  and  this  hotter  lujl,        365 
•'  Belt  fown  with  breach  of  friendfhip,  and  oftrujl: 

"  T\ie(eJ}orm,  hail,  plague,  and  tenipeft  feeds  ; 

*'  And  this  a  quinteflence  of  weeds ; 

"  This  the  worft  fort  of  artichoke, 
"  A  plant  that  Pluto  has  himfelf  befpoke,  370 

"  Nourilh  it  well,  'tis  ufeful  treachery  % 
"  This  is  a  choice  though  little  feed,  a  lye: 
"  Here  take  fome  now  from  thefe  prodigious  loads, 

"  Of  tender  things  that  look  like  Toads : 
I  4 
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"  In  future  times,  thefe,  finely  dreft,  375 

*'  Shall  each  invade  a  Prince's  breaft; 

*'  ^T'ls  Jlattery  feed  ;  though  thinly  fovvn, 

"  It  is  a  mighty  plant  when  grown, 

"  When  rooted  deep,  and  fully  blown ; 

"  Now  fee  thefe  things  like  bubbles  fly ;         380 

*'  Thefe  are  the  feeds  o^  'vanity. 
"  Take  tyrant  acorns,  which  will  bell  advance, 
•*  If  fown  in  Eaftern  climates,  or  in  France  ; 
*'  But  thefe  are  things  of  moft  prodigious  hopes, 
**  They  're  Jc/uit  bulbs  tied  up  with  ropes ; 
*'  And  thefe  the  Devil's  grafts  for  future  popes 
*♦  Which  with  Fanaticifm  are  join'd  fo  clean, 
"  You'd  fcarce  believe  a  knife  had  pafs'd  between. 
"  Fal/e-nvitnefs  feed  had  almoft  been  forgot, 
"  'Twill  be  your  making,  fhould  there  be  a  plot.  390 
"  And  now,  dear  Orpheus,  fcatter  thefe  but  well ; 
"  And  you'll  deferve  the  gratitude  of  Hell." 
Quoth  Orpheus,  "  You  fliall  be  obey'd 

**  In  every  thing  that  you  have  faid, 

"  For  mifchief  is  the  Poet's  trade: 

**  And  whatfoever  they  Ihall  bring,  356 

"  You  may  affure  yourfelf,  I  '11  fing. 

"  But  pray  what  Poets  Ihall  we  have, 

*'  At  my  returning  from  the  grave  ?" 

"  Sad  dogs  !"  quoth  Bocai, — "  let  me  fee  — 

**  But,  fmce  what  I  fay  cannot  Ihame  them,  .  401 

*'  I'll  e'en  refolve  to  never  name  them." 
"  But  now,"  fays  Bocai,  "  Sir,  you  may 

"  Long  to  be  going  on  your  way. 
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"  Unlefs  you'll  drink  fome  Arfenick  Claret:  405 
"  'Tis  burnt,  you  fee  :  but  Sam  can  fpare  it." 

Orpheus  replied,  "  Kind  Sir,  'tis  neither 
"  Brandy  nor  whets  that  brought  me  hither  ; 
''  But  Love,  and  I  an  inftance  can  be, 
"  Love  is  as  hot  as  pepper 'd  brandy  ;  410 

*'  Yet,  gentle  Sir,  you  may  command 
"  A  tune  from  a  departing  hand  ; 
"  The  ftyle  and  paffion  both  are  good, 
"  'Tis  The  Three  Children  in  the  Wood:' 

He  fang;  and  pains  themfelves  found  eafe;  415 
For  griefs,  when  well  exprefs'd,  can  pleafe. 
When  he  defcrib'd  the  children's  lofs. 

And  how  the  Robins  cover 'd  them  with  mofs ; 
To  hear  the  pity  of  thofe  birds, 

Ev'nBocai's  tears  fell  down  with  Orpheus' words.  420 
&:c. 
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THE       FAVOURITE^ 

IMITATED  FROM  CLAUDIAN. 


/-\FT,  as  I  wondering  ftand,  a  fecret  doubt 

Puzzles  my  reafon,  and  difturbs  my  thought. 
Whether  this  lower  world  by  Chance  does  move. 
Or  guided  by  the  guardian  hand  of  Jove. 

When  I  furvey  the  world's  harmonious  frame,      5 
How  Nature  lives  immutably  the  fame ; 
How  ftated  bounds  and  ambient  fliores  reftrain 
The  rolling  furges  of  the  briny  main ; 
How  conftant  Time  revolves  the  circling  year ; 
How  Day  and  Night  alternately  appear;  10 

Then  am  I  well  convinc'd  fome  fecret  foul. 
Some  Firft  Informing  Power  diredls  the  whole; 
Some  Great  Intelligence,  who  turns  the  Spheres, 
Who  rules  the  fteady  motion  of  the  Stars, 
Who  decks  with  borroiv^d  light  the  waning  Moon,    1 5 
And  fills  with  native  light  th'  unchanging  Sun, 

*  The  Eflay,  to  which  this  Poem  was  originally  annexed, 
was  written  in  171 1,  as  a  har/h  fatire  on  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, didtated  perhaps  rather  by  party  rage  than  truth.  It  is 
printed  in  Ur.  King's  Works,  vol.  ii.  p.  280.     N. 
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Who  hangs  the  Earth  amidft  furrounding  fkies. 
And  bids  her  various  Fruits  in  various  Seafons  rife. 

But,  foon  as  I  reflefl  on  human  ftate. 
How  blind,  how  unproportion'd,  is  our  fate;  20 

How  ///  vien.,  crown'd  with  blefllngs,  fmoothly  pafs 
A  golden  circle  of  delightful  days.; 
How  good  men  bear  the  rugged  paths  of  life, 
Condcmn'd  to  endlefs  cares,  to  eudlefs  ftrife; 
Then  am  I  loft  again;  Religion  fails;  25 

Then  Epicurus'  bolder  fchetne  prevails. 
Which  through  the  void  makes  wandering  atoms  dance. 
And  calls  the  medley  world  the  work  of  Chance, 
Which  God's  eternal  Providence  denies. 
And  feigns  him  nodding  in  the  diilant  ficies.  yo 

At  length  RuFiNus'  fate  my  doubt  removes. 
And  God's  exigence  and  \\isju/iice  proves. 
Nor  do  I  longer  undeceiv'd  complain. 
The  Wicked  flourilh,  and  triumphant  reign; 
Since  they  to  Fortune's  heights  are  rais'd  alone,     35 
To  rufh  with  greater  ruin  headlong  down. 

But  here  inftruft  thy  Bard,  Pierian  Dame, 
Whence,  and  of  whom,  the  dire  contagion  came. 

Aledlo's  breaft  with  rage  and  envy  glows. 
To  fee  the  world  pofTefs'd  of  fweet  repofe.  40 

Down  to  the  dreary  realms  below  fhe  bends. 
There  fummons  a  cabal  of  Sifter  Fiends ; 
Thither  unnumber'd  Plagues  direft  their  flight. 
The  curfed  progeny  of  Hell  and  Night. 
*  Firft,  Difcord  rears  her  head,  the  nurfe  of  War ;   45 
Next,  Famine  fiercely  ftalks  with  haughty  air ; 
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Then  Age  fcarce  drags  her  limbs,  fcarce  draws  her 

breath. 
But,  tottering  on,  approaches  neighbouring  Death; 
Here  grows  Difeafe,  with  inbred  tortures  worn ;      -y 
There  Envy  fnarls,  and  ethers'  good  does  mourn;  >• 
There  Sorrow  fighs,  her  robe  to  tatters  torn ;  j 

Fear  fkulks  behind,  and  trembling  hides  her  face. 
But  Rafhnefs  headlong  thrufts  her  front  of  brafs; 
Then  Luxury,  wealth's  bane,  profufely  (liines, 
Whilft  Want,  attending  in  a  clo-ad,  repines.  55 

A  train  of  fleeplefs  felf-tormenting  cares. 
Daughters  of  meagre  Avarice,  appears ; 
Who,  as  around  her  wither'd  neci  they  cling, 
Confefs  the  parent  hag  from  whence  they  fpring. 
Here  ills  of  each  malignant  kind  refort,  60 

A  thoufand  monfters  guard  the  dreadful  court. 

Amidit  th'  i77fernal  cro^Lvd,  Alefto  Hands, 
And  a  deep  filence  awfully  commands; 
Then,  in  tumultuous  terms  like  thefe,  exprefs'd 
A  paiTion  long  had  fwell'd  within  her  breaft:  65 

"  Shall  we  fupine  permit  thefe  peaceful  days, 
'  So  fmooth,  fo  gay,  fo  undifturb'd,  to  pafs  ? 
'  Shall  Pity  melt,  fhall  Clemency  control, 
'  A  Fury's  fierce  and  unrelenting  yJ/^/r* 

*  What  do  our  iron  whips,  our  brands,  avail ;       70 
'  What  all  the  horrid  implements  of  Hell; 

*  Since  mighty  Jove  debars  us  of  his  Jkies, 
'  Since  Theodofius  too  his  earth  denies  ? 

'  Such  were  the  days,  and  fo  their  tenor  ran. 
When  the  firft  happy  Golden  Age  began :  75 
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"  Virtue  and  Concord,  with  their  heavenly  train, 

"  With  Piety  and  Faith,  fecurely  reign ; 

"  Nay,  Juftice,  in  imperial  pomp  array'd, 

"  Boldly  explores  this  everlalling  fhade ; 

"  Me  fhe,  infulting,   menaces  and  awes ;  80 

"  Reforms  the  world,  and  vindicates  her  laws. 

"  And  (hall  we  then,  neglefted  and  forlorn, 

"  From  every  region  banifli'd,  idly  mourn? 

"  AfTertyourfelves;  know  what,andwhence,you  are  : 

"  Attempt  fome  glorious  mifchief  worth  your  care; 

"  Involve  the  Univerfe  in  endlefs  war. 

"  Oh  !  that  I  could  in  Stygian  vapour  rife, 

"  Darken  the  fun,  pollute  the  balmy _/^w;  88 

"  Let  loofe  the  ri-vers,  deluge  every  plain,  -% 

*'  Break  down  the  barriers  of  the  roaring  main,        K 

"  And  fhatter  Nature  into  Chaos  once  again  I"       J 

So  rag'd  the  Fiend,  and  tofs'd  her  'vipers  round. 
Which  hifling  pour'd  their  poifon  on  the  ground. 
A  murmur  through  the  jarring  audience  rung. 
Different  refolvcs  from  different  reafons  fprung.     95 
So  when  the  fury  of  the  ftorm  is  pall. 
When  the  rough  winds  in  fofcer  murmurs  waHe; 
So  founds,  fo  tludaates,  the  troubled  fea. 
As  the  expiring  tempejl  plows  its  way. 

Megxra,  rifing  then,   addrcfs'd  the  throng,      ico 
To  whom  Sedition,  Tumult,  Rage,  belong : 
Whofe  food  is  entrails  of  the  guUtlefs  dead, 
Whofe  drink  is  children's  blood  by  parents  fhed. 
She  fcorclx'd  Alcides  with  a  frantic  flame,  105 

She  broke  the  bow,  the  favage  world  did  tame; 
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She  nerv'd  the  arm,  fhe  flung  the  deadly  dart. 

When  Athamas  transfix'd  Learchus'  heart : 

She  prompted  Agamemnon's  monftrous  Wife 

To  take  her  injur'd  Lord's  devoted  life :  no 

She  breath'd  revenge  and  rage  into  the  Son, 

So  did  the  Mother's  blood  the  Sire's  atone: 

She  blinded  Oedipus  with  kindred  charms, 

Forc'd  him  inceftuous  to  a  Mother's  arms  : 

She  flung  Thyeftes,  and  his  fury  fed ;  1 1  r 

She  taught  him  to  pollute  a  Daughter's  bed. 

Such  was  her  dreadful  fpeech : 

"  Your  fchemes  not  praftical  nor  lawful  are, 
•'  With  Heaven  and  Jove  to  wage  unequal  war: 
**  But,  if  the  peace  of  Man  you  would  invade,     1 20 
"  If  o'er  the  ravag'd  Earth  dejlru^ion  fpread; 
"  Then  fhall  Rufinus,  fram'd  for  every  ///, 
*'  With  your  own  vengeance  execute  your  will ; 
"  A  prodigy  from  favage  parents  fprung, 
"  Impetuous  as  a  Tigrefs  new  with  young;  125 

"  Fierce  as  the  Hydra,  fickle  as  the  Flood, 
*'  And  keen  as  meagre  Harpies  for  their  food. 

*'  Soon  as  the  infant  drew  the  vital  air, 
*'  I  firft  receiv'd  him  to  my  nurfing  care; 
*'  And  often  he,  when  tender  yet  and  young,        130 
"  Cried  for  the  teat,  and  on  my  bofom  hung : 
•'  Whilfl:  my  horn' d  ferpents  round  his  'vifage  play'd, 
*'  His  features  form'd,  and  there  their  'venom  Ihed; 
*'  Whilfl  I,  infufing,  breath'd  into  his  heart 
"  Deceit  and  craft,  and  every  hurtful  art;  135 
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**  Taught  him  t'  involve  his  foul  in  fee  ret  clouds, 
"  With  falfe  diflembling  fmiles  to  veil  his  frauds. 

"  Not  dying  patriots'  tortures  can  alTuage 
"  His  inborn  cruelty,  his  native  rage : 
"  Not  Tagus'  yellow  torrent  can  fuffice  1,^0 

"  His  boundlefs  and  unfated  auarice: 
"  Nor  all  the  metal  of  Padlolus'  ftreams, 
*'  Nor  Hermus  glittering  as  the  folar  beams.     ■ 

"  If  you  the  ftratagem  propos'd  approve, 
*'  Let  us  to  Court  this  Sane  of  crovjnx  remove.       145 
"  There  fhall  he  foon,  with  his  intriguing  art, 
"  Guide  uncontrol'd  the  willing  Prince's  heart. 
"  Not  Numa's  vvifdom  fhall  that  heart  defend, 
"  When  the  falfe  Fa-uourite  adts  the  faithful  Friend.^' 

Soon  as  ihe  ended,  the  furrounding  crowd         150 
With  peals  of  joy  the  black  defign  applaud. 

Now  with  an  adamant  her  hair  fhe  bound. 
With  a  hlns  ferpent  girt  her  veft  around; 
Then  haftes  to  Phlegethon's  impetuous  ftream, 
Whofe  pitchy  waves  are  flakes  of  rolling  flame;    155 
There  lights  a  torch,  and  ftraight,  with  wings  difplay'd. 
Shoots  fwifcly  through  the  dun  Tartarian  glade. 

A  place  on  Gallia's  utmoft  verge  there  lies. 
Extended  to  the  fea  and  Southern  flcies ; 
Where  once  Ulyfles,  as  old  Fables  tell,  160 

Invok'd  and  rais'd  th'  inhabitants  of  Hell; 
Where  oft',  with  flaring  eyes,  the  trembling  hind 
Sees  airy  phantoms  fkim  before  the  wind : 
Hence  fprings  the  Fury  into  upper  fkies, 
Infefting  all  the  region  as  fhe  flies :  1 65 
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She  roars,  and  fliakes  the  atmofphere  around. 

And  Earth  and  Sea  rebellow  to  the  found. 

Then  flraight  transform'd  her  fnakes  to  filver  hairs. 

And  like  an  old  decrepid  fage  appears ; 

Slowly  Ihe  creeps  along  with  trembling  gait,  1 70 

Scarce  can  her  languid  limbs  fuftain  her  weight. 

At  length,  arriving  at  Rufinus'  cell. 

Which,  from  his  monftrous  birth,  fhe  knew  fo  well. 

She  mildly  thus  Hell's  darling  hope  addrefs'd, 

Sooth'd  his  ambition,  and  inflam'd  his  breafl:       175 

"  Can  Sloth  dilTolve  Rufinus;  canft  thou  pafs 
**  Thy  fprightly  youth  in  foft  inglorious  eafe  ? 
**  Know,  that  thy  better  Fate,  thy  kinder  Star, 
*•  Does  more  exalted  paths  for  thee  prepare. 
"  If  thou  an  old  man's  counfel  canft  obey,  iSo 

"  The  fubjeifl  world  ihall  own  thy  fovereign  fway : 
"  For  my  enlighten'd  foul,  my  confcious  breall, 
*'  Of  M.3^g\z^ a  fecnt  fcience  is  poffefs'd. 
"  Oft'  have  I  forc'd,  with  myjlic  ?nidnight  fpells, 
*'  V3\e  fpecifcs  from  their  fubterranean  cells:         185 
**  Old  Hecate  attends  my  powerful  fong, 
*'  Powerful  to  haften  fate,  or  to  prolong; 
**  Powerful  the  rooted  ftubborn  oak  to  move, 
*'  To  flop  the  thunder  burfting  from  above, 
**  To  make  the  rapid  flood's  defcending  ftream    190 
*'  Flow  backward  to  the  fountain  whence  it  pame. 
*'  Nor  doubt  my  truth — behold,  with  juft  furprize, 
♦'  An  effort  of  my  art — ?l  palace  rife.'" 

She  faid;  and,  lo!  a /^r/^re  towering  feems. 
With  Parian  pillars  and  metallic  beams.  j[95 
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RuFiNUS,  ravifli'd  with  the  vail:  delight. 

Gorges  his  avarice,  and  gluts  his  iight. 

Such  was  his  tranfport,  fuch  his  fudden  pride. 

When  Midas  firft  his  goUen  RKilJh  enjoy'd: 

But,  as  his  ftifFening  food  to  metal  tunl'd,  200 

He  found  his  raflinefs,  and  his  ruin  mourn'd. 

"  Be  thou  or  Man  or  God,"  Rufinus  faid, 
**  I  follow  wherefoe'er  thy  diftates  lead." 

Then  from  his  hut  he  flies,  afl'umes  the  ftate 
Propounded  by  the  Fiend,  prepar'd  by  Fate.       205 
Ambition  foon  began  to  lift  her  head. 
Soaring,  fhe  mounts  with  reftlefs  pinions  {pread ; 
But  Jullice,  confcious,  fhuns  the  poifon'd  air. 
Where  only  projlituted  tools  repair ; 
Where  Stilico  and  Virtue  not  avail;  210 

Where  royal  favours  Hand  expos 'd  to  fale; 
Where  now  Rufinus,  fcandaloufly  great. 
Loads  labouring  nations  with  oppreflive  weight; 
Keeps  the  obfequious  world  depending  ftill 
On  the  proud  didtates  of  his  lawlefs  will ;  215 

Advances  thofe,  whofe  fierce  and  faflious  zeal 
Prompts  ever  to  refijl,  and  to  rehel\ 
But  thofe  impeaches,  who  their  Piince  commend. 
Who,  dauntlefs,  dare  his  /acred  rights  defend  ; 
Expounds  fmall  riots  into  highefi  crimes,  220 

Brands  loyalty  as  trcafon  to  the  t:?7ies. 
An  haughty  Minion,  mad  with  empire  grown, 
Enflaves  the  fubjeSls,  and  infults  the  Throne, 

A  thoufand  difemboguing  riucrs  pay 
Their  everlafling  homage  to  they^a  j  225 
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The  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  the  Thames, 

Pour  conftant  down  their  tributr^ry  ftreams : 
But  yet  the  fca  confelTes  no  incre^fe. 
For  all  is  fvvallow'd  in  the  deep  abyfs. 

In  craving,  ftill  Run n us' foul  remains,  230 

Though  fed  with  fliowers  of  gold,  and  floods  of  gains ; 
For  he  defpoils  and  ravages  the  land. 
No  ftate  is  free  from  his  rapacious  hand; 
Treafures  immenfe  he  hoards ;  erefts  a  tower. 
To  lodge  the  plunder'd  world's  collecled  flore 
Unmeafur'd  is  his  wealth,  unbounded  is  his  power. 

Oh!  v/hither  would' ft  thou  rove,  mijiaken  man? 
Vain  are  thy  hopes,  thy  acquifitions  vain: 
For  now,  fuppofe  thy  avarice  pofTeis'd  240 

Of  all  the  fplendour  of  the  glittering  Eaft, 
Of  Croesus'  mafs  of  wealth,  of  Cyrus'  crown, 
Suppofe  the  ocean's  treafure  all  thy  own; 
Still  would  thy  foul  repine,  ftill  aflc  for  more, 
Unblert  with  plenty,  with  abundance  poor.  245 

Fabricius,  in  himfelf,  in  virtue  great, 
Difdain'd  a  monarch's  bribe,  defpls'd  his  ftate. 
Serranus,  as  he  grac'd  the  Conful's  chair. 
So  could  he  guide  the  plough's  laborious  ftiare. 
The  fam'd,  the  warlike,  Cu  r  1 1  deign'd  to  dwell  250 
In  a  poor  lonely  cot  and  humble  cell. 
Such  a  retreat  to  me  's  more  glorious  far, 
Than  all  thy  pomp,  than  all  thy  triumphs  are:    . 
Give  me  my  folitary  native  home. 
Take  thou  thy  rlfing  tower,  thy  lofty  domCy         255 
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Though  there  thy  furniture  of  radiant  dye 
Abftradls  and  ravifhes  the  curious  eye ; 
Though  each  apartment,  every  fpacious  room. 
Shines  with  the  glories  of  the  Tyrian  loom ; 
Yet  here  I  view  a  more  delightful  fcene,  260 

Where  Nature's  frefheft  bloom  and  beauties  reign; 
Where  the  warm  Zephyr's  genial  balmy  wing. 
Playing,  diftufes  an  eternal  fpring:. 
Though  there  thy  lewd  lafcivious  limbs  are  laid 
On  a  rich  downy  couch,  or  goUen  bed;  26^ 

Yet  here,  extended  on  the  flowery  grafs. 
More  free  from  care,  my  guiltlefs  hours  I  pafs : 
Though  there  t\iy  Jycopb ants,  a  fervile  race. 
Cringe  at  thy  levees,  and  refound  thy  praife; 
Yet  here  a  murmuring  ftream,  or  warbling  bird,    270 
To  me  does  fweeter  harmony  afford. 

Nature  on  all  the  power  of  blifs  beflows. 
Which  from  her  bounteous  fource  perpetual  flows. 
But  he  alone  with  happinefs  is  bleft. 
Who  knows  to  ufe  it  rightly  when  poffeft :  275 

A  dodlrine,  if  well  poiz'd  in  Reafon's  fcale. 
Nor  Luxury  nor  Want  would  thus  prevail; 
Nor  would  our  fleets  fo  frequent  plow  the  main. 
Nor  our  embattled  armies  flrew  tlie  plain. 

But,  oh!  RuFiNus  is  to  reafon  blind!  2S0 

A  ftrange  hydropic  thirft  inflames  his  mind. 
No  bribes  his  growing  appetite  can  fate ; 
For  new  pofl'efllons  new  defires  create. 
No  fenfe  of  fliame,  no  modefty,  reftrains. 
Where  Avarice  or  where  Ambition  reigns.  285 
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When  with  ftridl  oaths  his  profFer'd  faith  he  binds, 
Falfe  are  his  vows,  and  treacherous  his  defigns. 

Now,  fhould  a  Patriot  rife,  his  power  oppofe. 
Should  he  affert  a  finking  nation^s  caufe. 
He  ftirs  a  vengeance  nothing  can  control,  290 

Such  is  the  rancour  of  his  haughty  foul; 
Fell  as  a  lionefs  in  Libya's  plain. 
When  tortur'd  with  the  javelin's  pointed  pain; 
Or  a  fpurn'd  ferpent,  as  fhe  Ihoots  along, 
With  lightning  in  her  eyes,  and  poifon  in  her  tongue. 
Nor  will  thofe  families  eraz'd  fuffice;  296 

But  provinces  and  cities  he  deftroys : 
Urg'd  on  with  blind  revenge  and  fettled  hate. 
He  labours  the  confufion  oi  t]\&  JJate; 
Subverts  the  nation's  old-eftablifh'd  frame,  300 

Explodes  her  laws,  and  tramples  on  her  fame. 

If  e'er  in  ?nercy  he  pretends  to  five 
A  man,  purfu'd  hy  fadion,  from  the  gra've\ 
Then  he  invents  new  punifhments,  yic-v:  pains. 
Condemns  to  Jileuce,  and  from  truth  retrains*;    305 
Then  racks  and  pillories,  and  bojids  and  bars. 
Then  ruin  and  impeachments  he  prepares. 
O  dreadful  mercy !  more  than  death  fevere ! 
That  doubly  tortures  whom  It  feems  to  fpare! 

All  feem  enflav'd,  all  bow  to  him  alone;  310 

Nor  dare  their  hate  their  juft  refentments  own; 
But  invN'ard  grieve,  their  fighs  and  pangs  confiu'd, 
Wliich  with  con-vulfi've  forro^v  tear  the  mi/id. 

*  Alluding  to  the  fentence  then  recently  paflVd  on  Dr.  Sachc- 
vevell,  for  whom  our  Author  was  a  prokiicd  .Wivocatc.     N. 
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Envy  Is  mute — 'tis  treafon  to  difclofe 

The  baneful  fource  of  their  eternal  woes.  3 1 5 

But  Stilico's  fuperlor  foul  appears 
Unfhock'd,  unmov'd,  by  bafe  ignoble  fears. 
He  is  the  Polar  Star,  direfts  x\\q  Jlate, 
When  parties  rage,  and  public  tempefls  beat ; 
He  is  the  fafe  retreat,  the  fweet  repofe,  320 

Can  footh  and  calm  afflldled  Virtue's  n.voes'y 
He  is  the  folid,  firm,  unfhaken  force. 
That  only  knows  to  ftem  th' invader's  courfe. 

So  when  a  river,  fwell'd  with  Winter's  rains. 
The  limits  of  its  wonted  fhore  difdains;  325 

Bridges,  and  ftones,  and  trees,  in  vain  oppofe; 
With  unrefifted  rage  the  torrent  flows : 
But  as  it,  rolling,  meets  a  mighty  rock, 
Whofe  fix'd  foundations  can  repel  the  fliock. 
Elided  /urges  roar  in  eddies  round,  330 

The  rock,  unmoved,  reverberates  the  found. 
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THE   EAGLE    AND   THE    ROBIN*, 

AN      APOLOGUE; 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE   ORIGINAL   OF  ^SOP,  WRITTEN 

TWO  THOUSAND  YEARS   SINCE,  AND  NOW  RENDERED 

IN   FAMILIAR    VERSE    BY    H.   G.     L.    MAG. 

GOOD  precepts  and  true  gold  are  more  va- 
luable for  their  antiquity.  And  here  I  prefent  my 
good  reader  with  one,  delivered  by  the  firft  founder 
of  mythology,  JEfop  himfelf.  Maximus  Planudes 
takes  notice  of  it,  as  a  very  excellent  part  of  his 
produdlion ;  and  Phasdrus,  Camerarius,  and  others, 
feem  to  agree,  that  his  Eagle,  and  five  others  not 
yet  tranflated,  are  equal  to  any  of  his  that  are 
handed  down  to  us.  Though  Mr.  Ogleby  and 
Sir  Roger  L'Eftrange  had  the  unhappinefs  to  be 
"linacquainted  with  them,  yet  I  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  difcover  them  by  the  removal  of  my  old 
library,  which  has  made  me  amends  for  the  trouble 
of  getting  to  where  I  now  teach.  They  were 
written,  or  dictated  at  leaft,  by  ^fop,  in  the  fifty- 
fourth  Olympiad :  and  though  I  defigncd  them 
chiefly  for  the  ufe  of  my  fchool  (this  being  tranf- 

*  The  political  moral  of  this  little  apologue  is  too  evident 
to  need  any  other  comment,  than  barely  mentioning  that  the 
lady  was  Queen  Anne;  defiring  the  reader  to  recoUeft  the 
change  which  flie  made  in  her  min'irtry  in  1709,  the  year  in 
which  this  poem  was  written  3  and  referring  to  "  Rufinus."  N. 
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lated  by  a  youth  defigned  for  a  Greek  profefibr), 
yet  no  man  is  fo  wife  as  not  to  reed  inftruftion, 
aye,  and  by  the  way  of  fable  too ;  fince  the  Holy 
Scriptures  themfelves,  the  befl  inftrudlors,  teach 
us  by  way  of  parable,  fymbol,  image,  and  figure; 
and  David  was  more  moved  with  Nathan's  "  Thou 
*'  art  the  man,"  than  all  the  moft  rigid  le6lures  ia 
the  world  would  have  done.  Whoever  will  be  at 
the  trouble  of  comparing  this  verfion  with  the 
original,  let  them  begin  at  the  tenth  line,  and  they 
will  find  it  metaphraflically  done,  txrhum  -verba,  as 
the  bell  way  of  juflice  to  the  author.  Thofe  that 
are  meer  adorers  of  i]/iXot  "hoy.i  will  not  be  angry 
that  it  is  in  this  fort  of  metre,  for  wliich  I  gave 
leave,  the  lad  having  a  turn  to  this  fort  of  mea- 
fure,  which  is  pleafant  and  agreeable,  though  not 
lofty.  For  my  own  part,  I  concur  with  my  mafter 
Ariftotle,  that  iuSf^o?  y^  d^ij-wci  are  very  far  from 
being  unnecefTary  or  unpleafant.  May  this  be  of 
ufe  to  thee;  and  it  will  pleafe  thine  in  all  good 
wiflies.  Ho  RAT,  Gram. 

THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  ROBIN. 

A    LADY  liv'd  in  former  days. 

That  well  defcrv'd  the  utmoft  praife  ; 
For  greatnefs,  birth,  and  jullice  fam'd. 
And  every  virtue  could  be  nam'd  ; 
Which  made  her  courfe  of  life  fo  even. 
That  Ihe's  a  Saint  (if  dead)  in  Heaven. 
K  4 
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This  Lady  had  a  little  feat 
Jurt  like  a  palace,  'twas  fo  neat. 
From  aught  (but  goodnefs)  her  retreat. 

One  morning,  in  her  giving  way. 
As  was  her  cullom  every  day. 
To  cheer  the  poor,  the  fick,  and  cold. 
Or  with  apparel,  food,  or  gold. 
There  came  a  gazing  ftranger  by. 
On  whom  flie  quickly  call  an  eye. 

The  man  admiring,  made  a  ftand  ; 
He  had  a  bird  upon  his  hand  : 
"  What 's  that,  fays  fhe,  that  hangs  its  head. 
Sinking  and  faint  ?    'Tis  almoft  dead." 
"  Madam,  a  Red-breaft  that  I  found. 
By  this  wet  feafon  almoft  drown'd." 
"  Oh  !  bring  him  in,  and  keep  him  warm  ; 
Robins  do  never  any  harm." 
They  foon  obey'd,  and  chopt  him  meat. 
Gave  him  whatever  he  would  eat ; 
The  Lady  care  herfelf  did  take. 
And  made  a  neft  for  Robin's  fake: 
But  he  perkt  up  into  her  chair. 
In  which  he  plenteoufly  did  fare, 
Afluming  quite  another  air. 
The  neighbours  thought,  when  this  they  fpy'd. 
The  v/orld  well  mended  on  his  fide. 

With  weil-tun'd  throat  he  whiftled  long,    • 
And  every  body  lik'd  his  fong. 
*'  At  laft,  faid  they,  this  little  thing 
Will  kill  itfelf,  fo  long  to  {ing ; 
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We  '11  clofet  him  among  the  reft 
Of  thofe  my  Lady  loves  the  beft." 
They  little  thought,  that  faw  him  come. 
That  Robins  were  fo  quarrelfome : 
The  door  they  open'd,  in  he  pops. 
And  to  the  highell  perch  he  hops ; 
The  party-colour'd  birds  he  chofe. 
The  Gold-finches,  and  fuch  as  thofe  ; 
With  them  he'd  peck,  and  hill,  and  feed. 
And  very  well  (at  times)  agreed  : 
Canary-birds  were  his  delight. 

With  them  he  'd  tete-a-tete  all  night  { 

But  the  brown  Linnets  went  to  pot. 

He  kiil'd  them  all  upon  the  fpot. 

The  fer\'ants  were  employ 'd  each  day, 

Inilead  of  work,  to  part  fome  fray. 

And  wilh'd  the  aukward  fellow  curft 

That  brought  him  to  my  Lady  firft. 

At  laft  they  all  refolv'd  upon't. 

Some  way  to  tell  my  Lady  on 't. 
Meanwhile  he'd  had  a  noble  fwing. 

And  rul'd  juft  like  the  Gallic  king  ; 

Having  kiil'd  or  wounded  all, 

Unlefs  the  Eagle  in  the  hall ; 

With  whom  he  durft  but  only  jar. 

He  being  the  very  foul  of  war. 

But  hated  him  for  his  defert. 

And  bore  him  malice  at  his  heart. 
This  Eagle  was  my  Lady's  pride. 

The  guardian  fafety  of  her  fide ; 
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He  often  brought  home  foreign  prey. 
Which  humbly  at  her  feet  he  lay. 
For  colour,  pinions,  and  ftature. 
The  faireft  workmanfhip  of  nature  ; 
'Tvvould  do  one  good  to  fee  him  move. 
So  full  of  grandeur,  grace,  and  love : 
He  was  indeed  a  bird  for  Jove. 
He  foar'd  aloft  in  Brucum's  field. 
And  thoufand  Kites  and  Vultures  kiU'd; 
Which  made  him  dear  to  all  that  flew, 
Unlefs  to  Robin  and  his  crew. 

One  day  poor  Bob,  pufF'd  up  with  pride. 
Thinking  the  combat  to  abide, 
A  goofe-quill  on  for  weapon  ty'd. 
Knowing  by  ufe,  that,  now  and  then, 
A  fword  lefs  hurt  does  than  a  pen. 

As  for  example — What  at  home 
You've  well  contriv'd  to  do  at  Rome, 
A  pen  blows  up — before  you  come. 
You  are  fuppos'd  to  undermine 
The  foe — in  fome  immenfe  defign. 
A  pen  can  bite  you  with  a  line  ; 
There  's  forty  ways  to  give  a  fign. 

Well— all  on  fire  away  he  ftalk'd. 
Till  come  to — where  the  Eagle  walk'd. 

Bob  did  not  fliill-I  fhall-I  go. 
Nor  faid  one  word  of  friend  or  foe ; 
But  flirting  at  him  made  a  blow. 
As  game-cocks  with  their  gauntlets  do. 
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At  which  the  Eagle  gracefully 

Caft  a  difdaining,  fparkling  eye ; 

As  who  fhould  fay — What's  this,  a  flie  ? 

But  no  revenge  at  all  did  take. 

He  fpar'd  him  for  their  Lady's  fake. 

Who  ponder'd  thefe  things  in  her  mind. 

And  took  the  condud  of  the  Eagle  kind. 

Upon  refledlion  now — to  fhew 

What  harm  the  leaft  of  things  may  do. 

Mad  Robin,  with  his  curfed  flirt. 

One  of  the  Eagle's  *eyes  had  hurt ; 

Inflam'd  it,  made  it  red  and  fore  : 

But  the  affront  inflam'd  it  more. 

Oh,  how  the  family  did  tear  ! 

To  fire  the  houfe,  could  fcarce  forbear: 

With  fcorn,  not  pain,  the  Eagle  fir'd, 

Murmur'd  difdain,  and  fo  retir'd. 

Robin,  to  offer  fome  relief. 
In  words  like  thefe  would  heal  their  grief: 
"  Should  th'  Eagle  die  (which  Heaven  forbid  ! ) 
We  ought  fome  other  to  provide. 
I  do  not  fay  that  any  now 
Are  fit,  but  in  a  year  or  two : 
And  Ihould  this  mighty  warrior  fall. 
They  fliould  not  want  a  General." 

As  men  have  long  obfcrv'd,  that  one 
Misfortune  feldom  comes  alone ; 

*  04)9aX;M®.,   amongft  the   Greeks,  fignlfics   **  Honour  as 
*'  tender  as  the  eye.'*  King. 
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Juft  in  the  moment  this  was  done. 
Ten  thoufand  foes  in  fight  were  come : 
Vultures,  and  Kites,  and  birds  of  prey. 
In  flocks  fo  thick— they  darken'd  day. 
A  long-concerted  force  and  ftrong. 
Vermin  of  all  kinds  made  the  throng ; 
Foxes  were  in  the  fadtion  join'd. 
Who  waited  their  approach  to  ground. 

By  every  hand,  from  common  fame. 
The  frightful  face  of  danger  came. 
One  cries,  *'  What  help  now — who  can  tell? 
I'm  glad  the  Eagle's  here,  and  well!" 
Another  out  of  breath  with  fear. 
Says,  "  Thoufands  more  near  fea  appear; 
They'll  fwop  our  Chicken  from  the  door; 
We  never  were  fo  fet  before  : 
We  're  glad  the  Eagle  will  forget. 
And  the  invaders  kill  or  beat." 

Referv'd  and  great,  his  noble  mind. 
Above  all  petty  things  inclin'd, 
Abhorr'd  the  thoughts  of  any  thing. 
But  what  his  Lady's  peace  could  bring : 
Who  blefs'd  him  firft,  and  bade  him  do 
As  he  was  wont,  and  beat  the  foe. 

Burning  and  reftlefs  as  the  fun. 
Until  this  willing  work  was  done ; 
He  whets  his  talons,  ftretch'd  his  wings. 
His  lightning  darts,  and  terror  flings ; 
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Towers  with-  a  flight  into  the  fky,  ■^ 

Thefe  million  monfters  to  defcry,  C 

Prepar'd  to  conquer,  or  to  die.  \ 

The  party,  that  fo  far  was  come. 
Thought  not  the  Eagle  was  at  home : 
To  fame  and  danger  us'd  in  field. 
They  knew  he  'd  quickly  make  them  yield : 
But,  on  allurance  he  was  near, 
Incumber'd,  faint,  and  dead  with  fear. 
They  made  with  hurry  towards  the  lakes; 
And  he  his  pinions  o'er  them  fhakes. 
They  had  not  (with  fuch  horror  fill'd) 
The  courage  to  let  one  be  kill'd: 
They  fled,  and  left  no  foe  behind, 
Unlefs  it  were  the  fleeting  wind : 
Only — a  man  by  water  took 
Two  fine  young  Merlins  and  a  Rook. 

The  family  had  now  repofe : 
But  with  the  fun  the  Eagle  rofe ; 
Th'  imperial  bird  purfu'd  the  foe. 
More  toil  than  reft  inur'd  to  know. 
He  wing'd  his  way  to  Latian  land. 
Where  firft  was  hatch'd  this  murdering  band; 
He  darted  death  where'er  he  came, 
•Some  of  them  dying  at  his  name. 
Their  mighty  foe — a  fatal  pledge. 
Their  bowels  tore  through  every  hedge  : 
They  flutter,  fhriek,  and  caw,  andhifs;         ") 
Their  ftrength  decays,  and  fears  increafe  :       > 
But  moft  the  chevaliers  the  Geefe.  J 
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So  many  flaughter'd  fowl  there  was. 
Their  carcafes  block'd-up  the  ways ; 
The  reft  he  drove,  half  fpent,  pell-mell. 
Quite  to  the  walls  of  Pontifell. 

Robin  at  home,  though  mad  to  hear 
He  fhould  fo  conquer  every  where, 
Expoftulated  thus  with  fear : 
"  Ungrateful  I,  that  fo  have  ftirr'd 
Againft  this  generous,  noble  bird. 
Waft  thou  not  firft  by  him  preferr'd? 
Let's  leave  him  in  his  gall  to  burn. 
And  back  to  Pontifell  return." 

There  fome  to  chimney-tops  afpire. 
To  turrets  fome  that  could  fly  higher; 
Some  'bove  a  hundred  miles  were  gor>e. 
To  rooft  them  at  Byzantium. 
Alas !  in  vain  was  their  pretence. 
He  broke  through  all  their  ftrong  defence ; 
Down  went  their  fences,  wires,  and  all; 
Perches  and  birds  together  fall. 

None  hop'd  his  power  to  withftand. 
But  gave  the  neft  to  his  command : 
They  told  him  of  ten  thoufand  more. 
In  flocks  along  the  Ganges'  fliore, 
Safe  in  their  furrows,  free  from  trouble. 
Like  Partridges  among  the  ftubble. 
He  fpreads  himfelf,  and  cuts  the  air. 
And  fteady  flight  foon  brought  him  there. 
Lord,  how  deceiv'd  and  vex'd  he  was  1 
To  find  they  were  but  meer  Jackdaws. 
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A  hundred  thouHmd  all  in  light. 

They  all  could  chatter,  not  one  fight. 

**  I  '11  deal  by  them  as  is  their  due  : 

*'  Shough  !  cry'd  the  Eagle  ;  off  they  flew." 

His  flafhing  eye  their  hearts  confounds. 

Though  by  their  flight  fecure  from  wounds. 

Which  was  a  fignal,  fatal  baulk 

To  a  late  fwift  Italian  Hawk. 

The  Eagle  would  no  reft  afford. 
Till  he  had  fent  my  Lady  word  ; 
Who  when  flie  heard  the  dear  furprize. 
Wonder  and  joy  flood  in  her  eyes. 

"  My  faithful  Eagle,  haft  thou  then 
My  mortal  foes  deftroy'd  again  ? 
Return,  return,  and  on  me  wait ; 
Be  thou  the  guardian  of  my  gate  ; 
Thee  and  thy  friends  are  worth  my  care. 
Thy  foes  (if  any  fuch  there  are) 
Shall  my  avenging  anger  fliare." 
So — left  new  ills  ftiould  intervene. 
She  turn'd  the  Robin  out  again. 

The  Samians  now,  in  vaft  delight, 
Blefs  their  good  lady  day  and  night ; 
Wifli  that  her  life  might  ne'er  be  done. 
But  everlafting  as  the  fun. 
The  Eagle  high  again  did  foar  ; 
The  Lady  was  difturb'd  no  more. 
But  all  things  flourifli'd  as  before. 
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ROBIN  RED  BREx^ST,  WITH  THE  BEASTS, 

AN     OLD     CAT'S     PROPHECY; 

TAKEN  OUT   OF    AN  OLD   COPY  OF  VERSES   SUPPOSED   TO  BE 
WRIT   BY  JOHN   LIDGATE,  A  MONK   OF   BURY, 

/^  N  E  that  had  in  her  infant  ftate. 

While  playing  at  her  Father's  gate. 
Seen  and  was  moll  hugely  fmitten 
With  young  Dog  and  dirty  Kitten, 
Had  took  them  up  and  lug'd  them  in. 
And  made  the  fervants  wafh  them  clean*. 

When  fhe  to  a  fit  age  was  grown. 
To  be  fole  Miftrefs  of  her  own. 
Then  to  her  favour  and  ftrange  trull 
She  rais'd  thefe  two ;  in  rank  the  firll 
The  Dog :  who,  with  gilt  collar  grac'd. 
Strutted  about.     The  cat  was  plac'd 
O'er  all  the  houfe  to  domineer. 
And  kept  each  wight  of  her  in  fear ; 
While  he  o'er  all  the  plains  had  power. 
That  favage  Wolves  might  not  devour 
Her  flocks.     She  gave  him  charge  great  care 
To  take  :  but  bealls  uncertain  are  ! 

*  The  political  drift  of  this  pretended  prophecy  is  ftill  more 
evident  than  that  of  the  preceding  poem ;  the  fatirc  being  abun- 
dantly more  perfonal,     N. 
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Now  fee  by  thefe  what  troubles  rife 
To  thofe  who  in  their  choice  unwife 
Put  truft  in  fuch ;  for  he  foon  join'd 
With  beaft  of  prey  the  Dog  combin'd. 
Who  kill'd  the  Sheep,  and  tore  the  Hind; 
While  he  would  ftand,  and  grin,  and  bark. 
Concealing  thus  his  dealings  dark. 
A  Wolf,  or  fo,  fometimes  he  'd  take. 
And  then,  O  what  a  noife  he  'd  make  ! 
But  with  wild  beafts  o'er-run  yet  are 
The  plains :  fome  die  for  want  of  fare. 
Or  torn,  or  kill'd ;  the  fhepherds  find 
Each  day  are  loft  of  every  kind. 

Thy  filly  Sheep  lament  in  vain; 
Of  their  hard  fate,  not  him,  complain. 
The  lliepherds,  and  the  fervants  all, 
Againft  the  traitor  loudly  bawl: 
But  there  was  none  that  dar'd  to  tell 
Their  Lady  what  to  them  befel ; 
For  Pufs  a  Fox  of  wondrous  art 
Brought-in,  to  help,  and  take  their  part. 
By  whofe  afliftance  to  deceive. 
She  made  her  every  lye  believe. 

One  lucky  day,  when  Ihe  was  walking 
In  her  woods,  with  fervants  talking. 
And  ftopp'd  to  hear  how  very  well 
A  Red-breall  fung,  then  him  to  dwell 
With  her  (he  call'd :  he  came,  and  took 
His  place  next  to  a  favourite  Rook ; 

VOL.  XXVI.  L 
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Where  Robin  foon  began  to  fmg 
Such  fongs  as  made  the  houfe  to  ring; 
He  fung  the  lofs  and  death  of  Sheep, 
In  notes  that  made  the  Lady  weep : 
How  for  his  charge  the  Dog  unfit. 
Took  part  with  foes,  and  fhepherds  bit; 
Ev'n  from  his  birth  he  did  him  trace. 
And  (hew  him  cur  of  fhabby  race ; 
The  firft  by  wandering  beggars  fed. 
His  fire,  advanc'd,  turn'd  fpit  for  bread ; 
Himfelf  each  truft  had  ftill  abus'd ; 
To  fteal  what  he  fhould  guard,  was  us'd 
From  puppy  :  known  where-e'er  he  came 
Both  vile  and  bafe,  and  void  of  fhame. 

The  Cat  he  fung,  that  none  could  match 
For  venom'd  fpite,  or  cruel  fcratch; 
That  from  a  Witch  transform 'd  fhe  came,^ 
Who  kitten'd  three  of  equal  fame : 
This  firft,  one  dead,  of  tabby  fur 
The  third  furvives,  much  noife  of  her 
Had  been  :  a  Cat  well  known,  with  eafe 
On  errands  dark,  o'er  land  and  feas. 
She  'd  journies  take  to  cub  of  Bear, 
From  thefe  intriguing  beafts,  who  fwear 
They  '11  bring  him  to  defend  the  wrong 
That  they  have  done.      Again  he  fung. 
How  Tabby  once,  in  moon-light  night. 
Trotted  with  letter  Fox  did  write ; 
In  which  he  fends  his  beft  refpedls 
To  the  She-bear,  and  thus  direds  : 
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*'  Madam,  faid  he,  your  cub  fafe  fend, 
"  None  Ihall  his  worlhip  foon  offend; 
*•  It's  all  I  can  at  prefent  do 
*'  To  ferve  him,  as  his  friends  well  know." 

At  this  the  beafts  grew  in  fuch  rage. 
That  none  their  fury  could  affuage ; 
Nay,  Pufs  her  Lady  would  have  fcratch'd. 
And  tore  her  eyes,  but  Ihe  was  watch'd; 
For  Ihe  'd  fet  up  her  back,  and  mew. 
And  thrice  ev'n  in  her  face  fhe  flew. 
The  Dog,  like  an  ungrateful  fpark. 
At  her  would  dare  to  fnarl  and  bark. 
Her  tenants  wondering  flood  to  hear 
That  fhe  their  infolence  would  bear; 
And  ofFer'd  their  affiftance  to 
Soon  make  them  better  manners  know ; 
But  fhe,  to  avoid  all  farther  rout. 
Her  window  opening,  turn'd  Bob  out; 
Hoping  that  then  her  beafls  would  live 
In  peace,  and  no  difturbance  give. 

Yet  nothing  fhe  can  do  avails. 
Their  rage  againfl  her  ftill  prevails ; 
Though  Pufs  was  warn'd  to  fear  their  fate 
In  lines  (by  old  prophetic  Cat 
Writ  before  her  transformation. 
When  fhe  was  in  the  Witch's  flation) 
Foretelling  thus :  "  When  beafts  are  grown 
"  To  certain  heights,  before  unknown 
"  Of  human  race,  fome  fhall  aloud 
"  Inflame  and  arm  a  dreadful  crowd. 
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*'  Who  ill  vaft  numbers  fhall  advance, 
"  And  to  new  tunes  fhall  make  them  dance : 
"  When  this  begins,  no  longer  hope, 
"  For  all  remains  is  ax  and  rope." 

But,  not  deterr'd  by  this,  they  dar'd. 
With  fome  who  of  their  plunder  Ihar'd, 
T' affront  their  Lady,  and  confpire 
To  many  with  her  money  hire; 
Contemning  her,  to  pay  undue 
Regards  unto  this  belHal  crew : 
Though  thefe  refembled  human  fhapes. 
They  were  indeed  no  more  than  Apes ; 
Who  fome  in  houfe,  and  fome  in  wood. 
And  others  in  high  boxes  flood. 
That  chattering  made  fuch  noife  and  ftir. 
How  all  was  due  to  Fox  and  Cur; 
Till,  by  their  falfe  deluding  way. 
She  found  her  flecks  begin  to  fbay. 
Still  Robin  does  for  her  his  care 
And  zeal  exprefs ;  on  whom  yet  are 
His  thoughts  all  fix'd.     On  her  he  dreams 
Each  night.     Her  praifes  are  his  themes 
In  fongs  all  day.     Now  perch'd  on  tree. 
Finding  himfelf  fecure  and  free. 
He  pertly  fliakes  his  little  wings. 
Sets  up  his  throat :  again  he  fmgs, 
"  That  flie  had  left  no  other  way 
To  fave  her  flocks,  and  end  this  fray. 
But  foon  to  her  affi fiance  take 
One  who  could  make  thefe  monflers  fhake ; 
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A  well-known  huntfman,  who  has  fkill 
The  fierceft  beafts  to  tame  or  kill : 
At  her  command  he  'd  come,  and  he 
Would  make  her  great,  and  fet  them  free ; 
That,  fliould  thefe  beafts  feme  evil  day 
Bring  Cub  into  her  grounds,  fhe  may 
Depend  that  not  herfelf  they  '11  fpare. 
Since  to  infult  her  now  they  dare : 
All  fhe  at  beft  can  hope  for  then. 
Is  to  be  fafe  fhut  up  in  den ; 
Since  by  fure  figns  all  thefe  ingrate 
Are  known  to  bear  her  deadly  hate." 

He  ends  his  fong,  and  prays  to  Heaven 
That  (he  may  have  the  wifdom  given. 
Before  it  be  too  late,  to  take 
Such  refolutions  as  may  make 
Her  fafe,  and  that  thefe  beafts  no  more 
To  ravage  in  the  plains  have  power. 
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BRITAIN'S     PALLADIUM; 

LORD    BOLINGBROKE's    WELCOME    FROM    FRANCE*. 

"  Et  thure,   et  fidibus  juvat 

"  Placare,  et  vituli  fanguine  debito 
"  Cuftodes  Numidas  Deos." 

HoR.  lib.  I.  Od.  xxxvi.  ad  Pomponlum 
Numidam,  ob  cujus  ex  Hifpania  red-- 
ditum  gaudio  exultat. 

TX^HAT  noife  is  this,  that  interrupts  my  fleep? 

What  echoing  fhouts  rife  from  the  briny  deep  ? 
Neptune  a  folemn  feftival  prepares. 
And  Peace  through  all  his  flowing  orb  declares  : 
That  dreadful  trident,  which  he  us'd  to  fhake,  5 

Make  Earth's  foundations  and  Jove's  palace  quake. 
Now,  by  his  fide,  on  ouzy  couch  reclin'd. 
Gives  a  fmooth  furface  and  a  gentle  wind  : 
Innumerable  Tritons  lead  the  way. 
And  crouds  of  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play.        10 
The  ancient  Sea-gods  with  attention  wait. 
To  learn  what 's  now  the  laft  refult  of  Fate ; 
What  earthly  Monarch  Neptune  now  decrees 
Alone  his  great  vicegerent  of  the  feas. 

*  Lord  Bolingbroke  fet  out  for  France  (accompanied  by 
Mr.  Hare,  one  of  his  under-fecretaries,  Mr.  Prior,  and  the 
Abbe  Gualtier)  Aug.2  j  and  arrived  again  in  London,  Aug.  21, 
1712.     N. 
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By  an  aufpicious  gale,  Britannia's  fleet  15 

On  Gallia's  coall  this  fhining  triumph  meet; 
Thefe  pomps  divine  their  mortal  fenfe  furprize. 
Loud  to  the  ear,  and  dazzling  to  the  eyes : 
Whilft  fcaly  Tritons,  with  their  (hells,  proclaim 
The  names  that  muft  furvive  to  future  fame;  20 

And  Nymphs  their  diadems  of  pearl  prepare 
For  monarchs  who,  to  purchafe  peace,  make  war : 
Then  Neptune  his  majeftic  filence  broke. 
And  to  the  trembling  failors  mildly  fpoke : 
'  Throughout  the  world  Britannia's  flag  difplay ;  25 

*  'Tis  my  command,  that  all  the  globe  obey ; 

*  Let  Britifli  llreamers  wave  their  heads  on  high, 

*  And  dread  no  foe  beneath  Jove 's  azure  (ky ; 
'  The  reft  let  Nereus  tell"  — 

"  If  I  have  truth,"  fays  Nereus,  "  and  forefec 
'  The  intricate  deligns  of  Deftiny;  30 

'  I,  that  have  view'd  whatever  fleets  have  rode 
'  With  flaarpen'd  keels  to  cut  the  yielding  flood ; 

*  I,  that  could  weigh  the  fates  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
'  Phoenician  wealth,  and  Carthaginian  doom ; 

'  Muft  furely  know  what,  in  the  womb  of  time,     35 

*  Was  fore-ordain'd  for  Britain's  happy  clime; 
'  How  wars  upon  the  watery  realm  fliall  ceafe, 
'  And  Anna  give  the  world  a  glorious  peace ; 

'  Reftore  the  fpicy  traffick  of  the  Eaft, 

*  And  ftretch  her  empire  to  the  diftant  Weft :         40 
'  Her  fleets  defcry  Aurora's  purple  bed, 

'  And  Phoebus'  fteeds  after  their  labours  fed, 
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"  The  Southern  coafts,  to  Britain  fcarcely  known, 

"  Shall  grow  as  hofpitable  as  their  own: 

"  No  monfters  fhall  be  feign'd,  to  guard  their  flora, 

"  When  Britifli  trade  fecures  their  golden  ore :       46 

"  The  fleecy  produft  of  the  Cotfwold  field 

*'  Shall  equal  what  Peruvian  mountains  yield: 

'-  Iron  fliall  there  intrinfic  value  fhow, 

"  And  by  Vulcanian  art  more  precious  grow.         50 

♦*  Britannia's  royal  fifliery  Ihall  be 
"  Improv'd  by  a  kind  guardian  deity; 
"  That  mighty  tafk  to  Glaucus  we  affign, 
"  Of  more  importance  than  the  richell  mine ; 
*•  He  fliall  direft  them  how  to  fl;rike  the  Whale,     55 
"  How  to  avoid  the  danger,  when  prevail; 
"  What  treafure  lies  upon  the  frozen  coaft 
"  Not  yet  expior'd,  nor  negligently  loft. 

**  In  vaft  Acadia's  plains,  new  theme  for  fame, 
"  Towns  fliall  be  built,  facred  to  Anna's*  name;  60 
*  The  filver  fir  and  lofty  pine  fliall  rife 
•  '•  From  Britain's  own  united  Colonies; 
"  Which  to  the  mail  fliall  canvafs-wings  afford, 
**  And  pitch,  to  ftrengthen  the  unfaithful  board; 
*'  Norway  may  then  her  naval  ftores  with-hold,     65 
"  And  proudly  ilarve  for  want  of  Britifli  gold. 

*'  O  happy  Ifle !  to  fuch  advantage  plac'd, 
*'  That  all  the  world  is  by  thy  counfels  grac'd; 
"  Thy  nation's  genius,  with  indullrious  arts, 
**  Renders  thee  lovely  to  remoteft  parts.  70 

*  Annapolis,  the  capital  of  Nova  Scotia. 
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"  Eliza  firft  the  fable  fcene  withdrew, 

"  And  to  the  ancient  world  difpky'd  the  new; 

"  When  Burleigh  at  the  helm  of  ftate  was  feen, 

"  The  trueft  fubjeft  to  the  greateft  Queen ; 

**  The  Indians,  from  the  Spaniih  yoke  made  free,  75 

"  Blefs'd  the  effedls  of  Englifh  liberty; 

"  Drake  round  the  world  his  Sovereign's  honour  fpread, 

*'  Through  ftraights  and  gulphs  immenfe  her  fame 

**  convey'd ; 
"  Nor  refts  enquiry  here ;  his  curious  eye 
*'  Defcries  new  conftellations  in  the  fky,  80 

"  In  which  vaft  fpace,  ambitious  mariners 
*'  Might  place  their  names  on  high,  and  chufe  their  ftars. 
"  Raleigh,  with  hopes  of  new  difcoveries  fir'd, 
*'  And  all  the  depths  of  human  wit  infpir'd, 
*'  Rov'd  o'er  the  Weftern  world  in  fearch  of  fame, 
"  Adding  frelh  glory  to  Eliza's  name  ;  86 

"  Subdued  new  empires  that  will  records  be 
"  Immortal  of  a  Queen's  virginity*. 

"  But  think  not,  Albion,  that  thy  fons  decay, 
<<  Or  that  thy  princes  have  lefs  power  to  fway  ;       90 
"  Whatever  in  Eliza's  reign  was  feen, 
"  With  a  re-doubled  vigour  fprings  again: 
"  Imperial  Anna  fhall  the  feas  control, 
"  And  fpread  her  naval  laws  from  Pole  to  Pole : 
"  Nor  think  her  condudl  or  her  counfels  lefs,  95 

"  In  arts  of  war,  or  treaties  for  a  peace  ; 
*'  In  thrifty  management  of  Britain's  wealth, 
"  Embezzled  lately,  cr  purloin'd  by  Health. 

*  Alluding  to  the  firft  fettlement  of  Virginia. 
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**  No  nation  can  fear  want,  or  dread  furprize, 

*'  Where  Oxford's  prudence  Burleigh's  lofs  fupplies ; 

"  On  him  the  publick  moft  fecurely  leans,  loi 

"  To  eafe  the  burthen  of  the  heft  of  Queens : 

*'  On  him  the  merchants  fix  their  longing  eyes, 

"  When  war  fhall  ceafe,  and  Britifh  commerce  rife. 

"  Alcides'  ftrength  and  Atlas'  firmer  mind        105 
*'  To  narrow  ftreights  of  Europe  were  confin'd. 
*'  The  Britifh  Sailors,  from  their  Royal  Change, 
"  May  find  a  nobler  liberty  to  range. 
"  Oxford  Ihall  be  their  Pole-ftar  to  the  South, 
"  And  there  reward  the  efix)rts  of  their  youth:       110 
"  Whence,  through  his  condudl,  traffick  fhall  increafe, 
"  Ev'n  to  thofe  Seas  which  take  t\iQVcna?ne hompeace* ,- 

"  Peace  is  the  found  muft  glad  the  Britons'  ears: 
"  But  fee  !   the  noble  Bolingbroke  appears  ; 
"  Gefture  compos'd  and  looks  ferene  declare         115 
"  Th' approaching  iffue  of  a  doubtful  war. 
*'  Now  my  coerulean  race,  fafe  in  the  deep, 
♦'  Shall  hear  no  cannons'  roar  diilurb  their  fleep  ; 
"  But  fmootheft  tides  and  the  moil;  halcyon  gales 
*'  Shall  to  their  port  direft  Britannia's  fails.  120 

"  Ye  Tritons,  fons  of  Gods  !  'tis  my  command, 
**  That  you  fee  Bolingbroke  in  fafety  land ; 
"  Your  concave  Ihells  for  fofteft  notes  prepare, 
"  Whilft  Echo  fhall  repeat  the  gentleft  air  ; 
"  The  River-gods  fhall  there  your  triumphs  meet, 
"  And,  in  old  Ocean  mix'd,  your  hero  greet ;       126 
"  Thames  fliall  Hand  wondering,  Ifisfliall  rejoice, 
**  And  both  in  tuneful  numbers  raife  their  voice. 
*  The  Pacific  Ocean. 
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"  The  rapid  Medway,  and  the  fertile  Trent, 

"  In  fwifteft  tlreams,  confefs  their  true  content. 

*'  Avon  and  Severn  fhall  in  raptures  join,  131 

"  And  Fame  convey  them  to  the  Northern  Tine. 

"  Tweed  then  no  more  the  Britons  fhall  divide, 

"But  Peace  and  Plenty  flow  on  either  fide  ; 

"  Triumphs  proclaim,  and  mirth  and  jovial  feafts, 

"  And  all  the  world  invite  for  welcome  guefts."  136 

Faction,  that  through  the  land  fo  fatal  fpread. 
No  more  fhall  dare  to  raife  her  Hydra's  head ; 
But  all  her  votaries  in  filence  mourn 
The  happinefs  of  Bolingbroke's  return  ;  14.0 

Far  from  the  common  pitch,  he  fhall  arife. 
With  great  defigns,  to  dazzle  Envy's  eyes ; 
Search  deep,  to  know  of  Whiggilh  plots  the  fource. 
Their  ever-turning  fchemes,  and  reftlefs  courfe. 

Who  fhall  hereafter  Britifh  annals  read,  1 45 

But  will  refleft  with  wonder  on  this  deed  ? 
How  artfully  his  conduft  overcame 
A  ftubborn  race,  and  quench'd  a  raging  flame  ; 
Retriev'd  the  Britons  from  unruly  fate. 
And  overthrew  the  Phaetons  of  ftate  !  1 50 

Thefe  wife  exploits  through  Gallia's  nation  ran. 
And  fir'd  their  fouls,  to  fee  the  wondrous  man  : 
The  aged  counfellors,  without  furprize, 
Found  wit  and  prudence  fparkling  in  his  eyes ; 
Wifdom  that  was  not  gain'd  in  courfe  of  years,     155 
Or  reverence  owing  to  his  hoary  hairs. 
But  flruck  by  force  of  genius  ;  fuch  as  drove 
The  Goddefs  Pallas  from  the  brain  of  Jove. 


IS6  K  I  N  G's     P  O  E  M  S. 

The  youth  of  France,  with  pleafure,  look'd  to  fee 

His  graceful  mien  and  beauteous  fymmetry  :         160 

The  virgins  ran,  as  to  unufual  fhovv. 

When  he  to  Paris  came,  and  Fontainbleau  ; 

Viewing  tlie  blooming  minifter  defir'd. 

And  ftiil,  the  more  they  gaz'd,  the  more  admir'd. 

Nor  did  the  Court,  that  bell  true  grandeur  knows. 

Their  fentiments  by  leffer  fafts  difclofe,  166 

By  common  pomp,  or  ceremonious  train. 

Seen  heretofore,  or  to  be  feen  again ; 

But  they  devis'd  new  honours,  yet  unknown, 

Or  paid  to  any  fubjefl;  of  a  crown.  170 

The  Gallic  King,  in  age  and  counfels  wife. 
Sated  with  war,  and  weary  of  difguife. 
With  open  arms  falutes  the  Britifh  Peer, 
And  gladly  owns  his  Prince  and  character. 
As  Hermes  from  the  throne  of  Jove  defcends,     175 
With  grateful  errand,  to  Heaven's  choiceft  friends ; 
As  Iris  from  the  bed  of  Juno  flies. 
To  bear  her  Queen's  commands  through  yielding  fkies, 
Whilft  o'er  her  wings  frelh  beams  of  glory  flow. 
And  blended  colours  paint  her  wondrous  bow ;      1 80 
So  Bolingbroke  appears  in  Louis*  fight. 
With  mefllige  heavenly ;  and,  with  equal  light, 
Difpels  all  clouds  of  doubt,  and  fear  of  wars. 
And  in  his  Miftrefs'name  for  Peace  declares  : 
Accents  divine  !  which  the  great  King  receives     1 85 
With  the  fame  grace  that  mighty  Anna  gives. 

Let  others  boafl:  of  blood,  the  fpoil  of  foes. 
Rapine  and  murder,  and  of  endlefs  woes. 
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Detefted  pomp  !   and  trophies  gaiii'd  from  far. 

With  fpangled  enfigns,  llreaming  in  the  air ;         190 

Count  how  they  made  Bavarian  fubjefts  feel 

The  rage  of  fire,  and  edge  of  harden'd  fteel ; 

Fatal  efFedls  of  foul  infatiate  pride  ; 

That  deal  their  wounds  alike  on  either  fide. 

No  limits  fet  to  their  ambitious  ends  ;  195 

For  who  bounds  them,  no  longer  can  be  friends. 

By  different  methods  Bolingbroke  fhall  raife 

His  growing  honours  and  immortal  praife. 

He,  fir'd  with  glory  and  the  public  good. 
Betwixt  the  people  and  their  danger  flood :  200 

Arm'd  with  convincing  truths,  he  did  appear; 
And  all  he  faid  was  fparkling,  bright,  and  clear. 
The  liftening  Senate  with  attention  heard. 
And  fome  admir'd,  while  others  trembling  fear'd ; 
Not  from  the  tropes  of  formal  eloquence,  205 

But  Demofthenic  llrength,  and  weight  of  fenfe. 
Such  as  fond  Oxford  to  her  Son  fupplied, 
Defign'd  her  own,  as  vs^ell  as  Britain's  pride; 
Who,  lefs  beholden  to  the  ancient  flrains. 
Might  fhew  a  nobler  blood  in  Englifh  veins  ;  210 

Out-do  whatever  Homer  fweetly  fung 
Of  Neftor's  counfels,  or  UlyfTes' tongue. 

Oh !  all  ye  Nymphs,  whilfl  time  and  youth  allow. 
Prepare  the  Rofe  and  Lily  for  his  brow. 
Much  he  has  done,  but  ftill  has  more  in  view ;      215 
To  Anna's  Interefl  and  his  country  true. 
More  I  could  prophefy  ;  but  mull  refrain : 
Such  truths  would  make  another  mortal  vain ! 
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TO       THE 

DUKE     OF     BEAUFORT*. 

A  PARAPHRASE  ON  NAUD^Us's  ADDRESS  TO 
CARDINAL  DE  BAGNI. 

'-pHE  time  will  come  (if  Fate  (hall  pleafe  to  give 
This  feeble  thread  of  mine  more  fpace  to  live) 
When  I  fliall  you  and  all  your  adls  rehearfe. 
In  a  much  loftier  and  more  fluent  verfe ; 
To  Ganges'  banks,  and  China  farther  Eaft,  "^ 

To  Carolina,  and  the  diftant  Weft,  C 

Your  name  fhall  fly,  and  every  where  be  bleft  ;       j 
Through  Spain  and  tradls  of  Lybian  fands  flaall  go 
To  Ruflian  limits,  and  to  Zembla's  fnow. 
Then  ftiall  my  eager  Mufe  expand  her  wing. 
Your  love  of  julHce  and  your  goodnefs  fmg  ; 
Your  greatnefs,  equal  to  the  ftate  you  hold  ; 
In  counfel  wife,  in  execution  bold  ; 
How  there  appears,  in  all  that  you  difpenfe. 
Beauty,  good-nature,  and  the  ftrength  of  fenfe. 
Thefe  let  the  world  admire. — From  you  a  fmile 
Is  more  than  a  reward  of  all  my  toil. 

*  Dr.  King  dedicated  his  Englifli  verfion  of  that  work  to  the 
duke  of  Beaufort. 
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MISCELLANY     POEMS. 


o     N     G. 


•\rov  fay  you  love  ;  repeat  again. 

Repeat  th'  amazing  found. 
Repeat  the  eafe  of  all  my  pain. 
The  cure  of  every  wound. 

What  you  to  thoufands  have  denied. 

To  me  you  freely  give  ; 
Whilfl:  I  in  humble  filence  died. 

Your  mercy  bids  me  live. 

So  upon  Latmos'  top  each  night, 

Endymion  fighing  lay ; 
Gaz'd  on  the  Moon's  tranfcendent  light, 

Defpair'd,  and  durft  not  pray. 

But  divine  Cynthia  faw  his  grief, 
Th'  effeft  of  conquering  charms  : 

Unaflc'd  the  Goddefs  brings  relief. 
And  falls  into  his  arms. 
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SONG. 

TO         C     /E     L     I     A. 

rpHE  cruel  Cselia  loves,  and  burns 

In  flames  fhe  cannot  hide  ; 
Make  her,  dear  Thyrfis,  cold  returns. 
Treat  her  with  fcorn  and  pride. 

You  know  the  captives  fhe  has  made. 

The  torment  of  her  chain : 
Let  her,  let  her  be  once  betray'd. 

Or  rack  her  with  difdain ! 

See  tears  flow  from  her  piercing  eyes. 

She  bends  her  knee  divine  ; 
Her  tears,  for  Damon's  fake,  defpife  ; 

Let  her  kneel  ftUl,  for  mine. 

Purfue  thy  conqueft,  charming  youth. 

Her  haughty  beauty  vex. 
Till  trembling  virgins  learn  this  truth— 

Men  can  revenge  their  fex ! 

THE     LAST    BILLET. 

QEPTEMBKR  and  Novcmber  now  were  pall. 

When  men  in  bonfires  did  their  firing  wafte ; 
Yet  flill  my  monumental  log  did  laft : 
To  begging  boys  it  was  not  made  a  prey 
On  the  King-'s  birth  or  coronation  dav. 


::i 
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Why  with  thofe  oaks,  under  whofe  facred  fliade 
Charles  was  preferv'd,  fhould  any  fire  be  made? 
At  laft  a  froft,  a  difmal  froll,  there  came. 
Like  that  which  made  a  market  upon  Thame : 
Unruly  company  would  then  have  made 
Fire  with  this  log,  whilft  thus  its  owner  pray'd : 
*'  Thou  that  art  worfhip'd  in  Dodona's  grove, 
*'  From  all  thy  facred  trees  fierce  flames  remove : 
"  Preferve  this  groaning  branch,  O  hear  my  prayer, 
*'  Spare  me  this  one,  this  one  poor  Billet  fpare ; 
*'  That,  having  many  fires  and  flames  withftood, 
*'  Its  ancient  teftimonial  may  lafl  good, 
•*  In  future  times  to  prove,  I  once  had  Wood  !" 

TO      LAURA. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  PETRARCH. 

A  T  fight  of  murder'd  Pompey's  head 
Casfar  forgets  his  fex  and  ftate. 
And,  whilft  his  generous  tears  are  flied. 
Willies  he  had  at  leafl:  a  milder  fate. 

At  Abfalom's  untimely  fall, 

David  with  grief  his  conqueft  views  : 

Kay,  weeps  for  unrelenting  Saul, 

And  in  foft  verfe  the  mournful  theme  purfues. 
The  mightier  Laura,  from  Love's  darts  fecure. 
Beholds  the  thoufand  deaths  that  I  endure. 
Each  death  made  horrid  with  moft  cruel  pain  j 

Yet  no  frail  pity  in  her  looks  appears ; 

Her  eyes  betray  no  carelefs  tears. 
But  perfecute  me  ftill  v/ith  anger  and  difduin. 

VOL.  XXVI.  M 
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TO  THE   RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

THE    LATE    EARL    OF    — 


UPON    HIS  DISPUTING    PUBLICKLY    AT 
CHRIST     CHURCH,    OXFORD. 

■»  j-usE,  to  thy  mafter's  lodgings  quickly  fly. 

Entrance  to  thee  his  goodnefs  won't  deny  : 
With  due  fubmiffion,  tell  him  you  are  mine. 
And  that  you  trouble  him  with  tliis  delign, 
Exadly  to  inform  his  noble  youth 
Of  what  you  heard  juft  now  from  vanquifh'd  Truth : 
*'  Conquer'd,  undone  !  'Tisftrange  that  there  Ihould  be 
*'  In  this  confeffion  pleafure  ev'n  to  me. 
*'  With  well-wrought  terms  my  hold  I  ilrongly  barr'd, 
*'  And  rough  diftinclions  were  my  furly  guard. 
"  Whilll  I,  fure  of  my  caufe,  this  ftrength  polTefs ; 
*'  A  noble  youth,  advancing  with  addrefs, 
"  Led  glittering  Falfehood  on  with  fo  much  art, 
"  That  I  foon  felt  fad  omens  in  my  heart. 
"  Words  with  that  grace,"  faid  I,  "  mull  needs  per- 

•'  fuade; 
*'  I  find  myfelf  infenfibly  betray'd. 
*'  Whilft  he  purfues  his  conqueft,  I  retreat, 
*'  And  by  that  name  would  palliate  my  defeat. 

*'  But  here  methinks  I  do  the  profpedl  fee. 
*'  Of  all  thofe  triumphs  he  prepares  for  me, 
**  When  Virtue  or  when  Innocence  oppreft 
•'  Fly  for  fure  refuge  to  his  generous  breaft ; 

*  IVobably  James  the  third  carl  of  An^rlcfca.     N. 
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**  When  with  a  noble  mien  his  youth  appears, 
*'  And  gentle  voice  perfuades  the  liftening  peers. 
*'  Judges  {liall  wonder  when  he  clears  the  laws, 
*'  Difpelling  mifts,  which  long  have  hid  their  caufe : 
**  Then,  by  his  aid,  aid  that  can  never  fail, 
*'  Ev'n  I,  though  conquer'd  now,  fhall  fare  prevail: 
*'  Thoufands  of  wreaths  to  me  he  fhall  repay, 
**  For  that  one  laurel  Error  wears  to-day." 


A    GENTLEMAN    TO    HIS    WIFE. 

TTTHEN  your  kind  wifhes  firfl:  I  fought, 

'Twas  in  the  dawn  of  youth  : 
I  toafted  you,  for  yoa  I  fought. 
But  never  thought  of  truth. 

You  faw  how  ftill  my  fire  increas'd; 

I  griev'd  to  be  denied: 
You  faid,  *'  till  I  to  wander  ceas'd, 

*'  You'd  guard  your  heart  with  pride." 

I,  that  once  feign'd  too  many  lies. 

In  height  of  paffion  fvvore. 
By  you  and  other  deities. 

That  I  would  range  no  more. 

I  've  fvvorn,  and  therefore  now  am  fix'd. 

No  longer  falfe  and  vain : 
My  paflion  is  with  honour  mix'd. 

And  both  fhall  ever  reign. 
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THE     MAD     LOVER. 

T  'll  from  my  breaft  tear  fond  defire. 

Since  Laura  is  not  mine  : 
I  '11  ftrive  to  cure  the  amorous  fire. 
And  quench  the  flame  with  wine. 

Perhaps  in  groves  and  cooling  fhade 

Soft  flumbers  I  may  find  : 
There  all  the  vows  to  Laura  made. 

Shall  vanilli  with  the  wind. 

The  fpeaking  firings  and  charming  fong 

My  paffion  may  remove  : 
Oh,  Mufick  will  the  pain  prolong. 

And  is  the  food  of  Love. 

I  '11  fearch  heaven,  earth,  hell,  feas,  and  air,, 

And  that  fhall  fet  me  free  : 
Oh,  Laura's  image  will  be  there 

Where  Laura  will  not  be. 

My  foul  muft  ftill  endure  the  pain. 

And  with  frelh  torment  rave  : 
For  none  can  ever  break  the  chaia 

That  once  was  Laura's  flave. 


[    i6s     ] 
THE     SOLDIER'S    WEDDING. 

A  SOLILOQUY  BY   NAN    T  H  R  ASHERWE  LL. 

BEING  PART  OF  A  PLAY  CALLED  "  THE  NEW  TROOP." 

•^  MY  dear  Thraftiervvell,  you  're  gone  to  fea,       j 
And  happinefs  mull  ever  banifli'd  be  > 

From  our  flock-bed,  our  garret,  and  from  me  !       J 
Perhaps  he  is  on  land  at  Portfmouth  now 
In  the  embraces  of  fome  Hampfhire  Sow, 
Who,  with  a  wanton  pat,  cries,  "  Now,  my  Dear, 
*'  You're  wilhing  for  fome  Wapping  doxy  here." — 
"  Pox  on  them  all !   but  moft  on  bouncing  Nan, 
"  With  whom  the  torments  of  my  life  began: 
"  She  is  a  bitter  one  !"— You  lye,  you  Rogue; 
You  are  a  treacherous,  falfe,  ungrateful  dog. 
Did  not  I  take  you  up  without  a  Ihirt  ? 
Woe  worth  the  hand  that  fcrubb'd  oiF  all  your  dirt ! 
Did  not  my  intereft  lift  you  in  the  Guard  ? 
And  had  not  you  ten  Ihillings,  my  reward  ? 
Did  I  not  then,  before  the  Serjeant's  face. 
Treat  Jack,  Tom,  Will,  and  Martin,  with  difgrace  ? 
And  Thrafhcrwell  before  all  others  chufe. 
When  I  had  the  whole  Regiment  to  loufe. 
Curs'd  be  the  day  when  you  produc'd  your  fword. 
The  juft  revenger  of  your  injur'd  word  ! 
The  martial  Youth  round  in  a  circle  ftood. 
With  envious  looks  of  love,  and  itching  blood : 
M  3 
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You,  with  fome  oaths  that  fignified  confent. 

Cried  "  Tom  is  Nan's ! "  and  o'er  the  fword  you  went. 

Then  I  with  fome  more  modefty  would  ftep : 

The  Enfign  thump'd  my  bum,  and  made  me  leap. 

I  leap'd  indeed;  and  you  prevailing  men 

Leave  us  no  power  of  leaping  back  again. 


THE    OLD    CHEESE. 

YOUNG  Slouch  the  Farmer  had  a  jolly  Wife, 

That  knew  all  the  conveniencies  of  life, 
Whofe  diligence  and  cleanlinefs  fupplied 
The  wit  which  Nature  had  to  him  denied : 
But  then  Ihe  had  a  tongue  that  would  be  heard. 
And  make  a  better  man  than  Slouch  afeard. 
This  made  cenforious  perfons  of  the  town 
Say,  Slouch  could  hardly  call  his  foul  his  own  : 
For,  if  he  went  abroad  too  much,  fhe  'd  ufe 
To  give  him  flippers,  and  lock  up  his  fhoes. 
Talking  he  lov'd,  and  ne'er  was  more  afRidled 
Than  when  he  was  difturb'd  or  contradicted: 
Yet  ftill  into  his  ftory  flie  would  break 
With,  "  'Tis  not  fo — pray  give  me  leave  to  fpcak.'* 
His  fi lends  thought  this  was  a  tyrannic  rule. 
Not  difrering  much  from  calling  of  him  fool ; 
Told  him,  he  muft  exert  himfelf,  and  be 
In  fa6l  the  matter  of  his  family. 

He  fald,  "  That  the  next  Tuefday  noon  would  fliow 
**  Whether  he  were  the  lord  at  home,  or  no ; 
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*'  When  their  good  company  he  would  intreat 
"  To  well-brew'd  ale,  and  clean,  if  homely,  meat." 
With  aching  heart  home  to  his  wife  he  goes. 
And  on  his  knees  does  his  ra{h  aft  difclofe. 
And  prays  dear  Sukey,  tliat,  one  day  at  leafl:. 
He  might  appear  as  mafter  of  the  feaft. 
*'  I  'II  grant  your  wifh,"  cries  {he,  **that  you  may  fee 
*'  'Twere  wifdom  to  be  govern'd  Hill  by  me." 

The  guefts  upon  the  day  appointed  came. 
Each  bovvfy  Farmer  with  his  fimpering  dame. 
*'  Ho!  Sue!"  cries  Slouch,"  why  doft  not  thou  appear! 
"  Are  thefe  thy  manners  when  Aunt  Snap  is  here?" 
"  I  pardon  afk,"  fays  Sue  ;  "  I  'd  not  oftend 
*'  Any  my  dear  invites,  much  lefs  his  friend." 

Slouch  by  his  kinfman  GrufFy  had  been  taught 
To  entertain  his  friends  with  finding  fault. 
And  make  the  main  ingredient  of  his  treat 
His  faying,  "  There  was  nothing  fit  to  eat : 
*'  The  boil'd  Pork  ftinks,  the  roaft  Beef's  not  enough, 
*'  The  Bacon's  rully,  and  the  Hens  are  tough; 
"  The  Veal's  all  rags,  the  Butter's  turn'd  to  oil; 
*'  And  thus  I  buy  good  meat  for  fluts  to  fpoil. 
"  'Tis  we  are  the  firft  Slouches  ever  fate 
"  Down  to  a  Pudding  without  Plumbs  or  Fat. 
*•'  What  Teeth  or  Stomach's  ftrong  enough  to  feed 
"  Upon  a  Goofe  my  Grannum  kept  to  breed  ? 
"  Why  muft  old  Pigeons,  and  they  ftale,  be  drefi-, 
"  When  there 's  fo  many  fquab  ones  in  the  nefl  ? 
"  This  Beer  is  four ;  this  mufty,  thick,  and  ftale, 
'*  And  worfe  than  any  thing,  except  the  Ale." 
M  4 
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Sue  all  this  while  many  excufes  made : 
Some  things  fhe  ovvn'd;  at  other  times  fhe  kid 
The  fault  on  chance,  but  oftener  on  the  maid. 

Then  Cheefe  was  brought.     Says  Slouch,  "  This 
*'^  e'en  Ihall  roll : 
*'  I  'm  fure  'tis  hard  enough  to  make  a  Bowl : 
*'  This  is  Skim-milk,  and  therefore  it  Ihall  go; 
**  And  this,  becaufe  'tis  Suffolk,  follow  too." 
But  now  Sue's  patience  did  begin  to  wafte; 
Nor  longer  could  diffimulation  laft. 
**  Pray  let  me  rife,"  fays  Sue,  "  my  dear;  I'll  find 
"A  Cheefe  perhaps  may  be  to  Lovy's  mind." 
Then  in  an  entry,  Handing  clofe,  where  he 
Alone,  and  none  of  all  his  friends,  might  fee ; 
And  brandilhing  a  cudgel  he  had  felt. 
And  far  enough  on  this  occafion  fmelt; 
"  I'll  try,  my  joy  !"  Ihe  cried,  "  if  I  can  pleafe 
"  My  Deareft  with  a  tafte  of  his  Old  Cheefe !" 

Slouch  turn'd  his  head,  faw  his  wife 's  vigorous  hand 
Wielding  her  oaken  fapling  of  command, 
Knewwellthe  twang:  "  Is'tthe  Old  Cheefe, myDear? 
"  No  need,  no  need  of  Cheefe,"  cries  Slouch :  "  I  'U 

"  fwear, 
*'  I  think  I've  din'd  as  well  as  my  Lord  Mayor!" 

THE      SKILLET, 
rpwo  neighbours.  Clod  and  Jolt,  would  married  bej 

But  did  not  in  their  choice  of  Wives  agree. 
Clod  thought  a  Cuckold  was  a  monftrous  beall,  ' 
With  two  liuge  glaring  eyes  and  fprcading  crell : 
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Therefore,  refolving  never  to  be  fuch. 
Married  a  Wife  none  but  himfelf  could  touch, 
jolt,  thinking  marriage  was  decreed  by  Fate, 
Which  fhews  us  whom  to  love,  and  whom  to  hate. 
To  a  young,  handfome,  jolly  lafs,  made  court. 
And  gave  his  friends  convincing  reafons  for 't. 
That,  fmce  in  life  fuch  mifchief  muft  be  had. 
Beauty  had  fomething  ftill  that  was  not  bad. 
Within  two  months.  Fortune  was  pleas'd  to  fend 
A  Tinker  to  Clod's  houfe,  with  "  Brafs  to  mend." 
The  good  old  wife  furvey'd  the  brawny  fpark. 
And  found  his  chine  was  large,  though  countenance 

dark. 
Firft  fhe  appears  in  all  her  airs,  then  tries 
The  fquinting  efforts  of  her  amorous  eyes. 
Much  time  was  fpent,  and  much  defire  exprell: 
At  lall  the  Tinker  cried,  "  Few  words  are  bell: 
*'  Give  me  that  Skillet  then;  and,  if  I'm  true, 
**  I  dearly  earn  it  for  the  work  I  do." 
They  'greed;  they  parted.     On  the  Tinker  goes. 
With  the  fame  ftroke  of  pan,  and  twang  of  nofe. 
Till  he  at  Jolt's  beheld  a  fprightly  dame 
That  fet  his  native  vigour  all  on  flame. 
He  looks,  fighs,  faints,  at  lall  begins  to  cry,  "y 

*'  And  can  you  then  let  a  young  Tinker  die?"       C 
Says  flic,  "  Give  me  your  Skillet  then,  and  try."  j 
"  My  Skillet!    Both  my  heart  and  Skillet  take; 
*'  I  wiih  it  were  a  Copper  for  your  fake." 
After  all  this,  not  many  days  did  pafs. 
Clod,  fitting  at  Jolt's  houle,  furvey'd  the  Brafs 
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And  glittering  Pewter  ftanding  on  the  ihelf ; 
Then,  after  fome  gruff  muttering  v/ith  himfelf. 
Cried,  "  Pr'ythee,  Jolt,  how  came  that  Skillet  thine  ?'* 
*'  You  know  as  well  as  I,"  quoth  Jolt;  **  't'en't  mine; 
*'  But  I  '11  afk  Nan."  'Twas  done ;  Nan  told  the  matter 
In  truth  as  'twas ;  then  cried,  "  You  've  got  the  better : 
"  For,  tell  me,  Deareft,  whether  you  would  chufe 
*'  To  be  a  gainer  by  me,  or  to  lofe. 
*'  As  for  our  Neighbour  Clod,  this  I  dare  fay, 
**  We've  Beauty  and  a  Skillet  more  than  they." 


THE     FISHERMAN. 

rpOM  BANKS  by  native  induftry  was  taught 

The  various  arts  how  Fiihes  might  be  caught. 
Sometimes  v>/ith  trembling  reed  and  fingle  hair. 
And  bait  conceal'd,  he  'd  for  their  death  prepare. 
With  melancholy  thoughts  and  downcaft  eyes, 
Expefting  till  deceit  had  gain'd  its  prize. 
Sometimes  in  rivulet  quick,  and  water  clear. 
They  'd  meet  a  fate  more  generous  from  his  fpear. 
To  balket  oft'  he  'd  pliant  oziers  turn. 
Where  they  might  entrance  find,  but  no  return. 
His  net  well  pois'd  with  lead  he  'd  fometimes  throw. 
Encircling  thus  his  captives  all  below. 
But,  when  he  would  a  quick  deftruftion  make. 
And  from  afar  much  larger  booty  take. 
He'd  through  the  rtream,  where  moft  defcending,  fet 
From  fide  to  fide  his  ftrong  capacious  net; 
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And  then  his  ruftic  crevV  with  mighty  poles 
Would  drive  his  prey  out  from  their  oozy  holes. 
And  (o  purfue  them  down  the  rolling  flood, 
Gafping  for  breath,  and  almofl:  choak'd  with  mud. 
Till  they,  of  farther  paflage  quite  bereft. 
Were  in  the  mafh  with  gills  entangled  left. 

Trot,  who  liv'd  down  the  ftream,  ne'er  thought  his 
beer 
Was  good,  unlefs  he  had  his  water  clear. 
He  goes  to  Banks,  and  thus  begins  his  tale : 
*•■  Lord  !  if  you  knew  but  how  the  people  rail ! 
"  They  cannot  boil,  nor  walh,  nor  rinfe,  they  fay, 
**  With  water  fometimes  ink,  and  fometimes  whey, 
"  According  as  you  meet  with  mud  or  clay. 
**  Befides,  my  wife  thefe  fix  months  could  not  brew, 
"  And  now  the  blame  of  this  all 's  laid  on  you : 
*'  For  it  will  be  a  difmal  thing  to  think 
*'  How  we  old  Trots  muft  live,  and  have  no  drink: 
"  Therefore,  I  pray,  fome  other  method  take 
*'  Of  lifhing,  were  it  only  for  our  fake." 

Says  Banks,  "  I'm  forry  it  fliould  be  my  lot 
*'  Ever  to  difoblige  my  goihp  Trot : 
"  Yet  't'en't  my  fault;  but  fo  'tis  Fortune  tries  one, 
"  To  make  his  meat  become  his  neighbour's  poifon ; 
**  And  fo  we  pray  for  winds  upon  this  coaft, 
*'  By  which  on  t'other  navies  may  be  loll. 
"  Therefore  in  patience  reft,  though  I  prpceed  : 
*'  There's  no  ill-nature  in  the  cafe,  but  need. 
"  Though  for  your  ufc  this  water  will  not  ferve, 
"  1  'd  rather  you  fhould  choak,  than  I  fhould  llarve." 
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A    CASE   OF   CONSCIENCE. 

/^LD  Paddy  Scot,  with  none  of  the  beft  faces. 

Had  a  mofl  knotty  pate  at  folving  cafes; 
In  any  point  could  tell  you,  to  a  hair. 
When  was  a  grain  of  honefty  to  fpare. 
It  happen'd,  after  prayers,  one  certain  night. 
At  home  he  had  occafion  for  a  light 
To  turn  Socinus,  Leffius,  Efcobar, 
Fam'd  Covarruvias,  and  the  great  Navarre : 
And  therefore,  as  he  from  the  chapel  came, 
Extinguilhing  a  yellow  taper's  flame. 
By  which  juft  now  he  had  devoutly  pray'd. 
The  ufeful  remnant  to  his  fleeve  convey 'd. 
There  happen'd  a  Phyfician  to  be  by. 
Who  thither  came  but  only  as  a  fpy. 
To  find  out  others'  faults,  but  let  alone 
Repentance  for  the  crimes  that  were  his  own. 

This  Doaor  follow'd  Paddy;  faid,  "  He  lack'd 
"  To  know  what  made  a  facrilegious  fad." 

Paddy  with  ftudied  gravity  replies, 
"  That 's  as  the  place  or  as  the  matter  lies : 
"  If  from  a  place  unfacred  you  fhould  take 
"  A  facred  thing,  tliis  facrilege  would  make ; 
*'  Or  an  unfacred  thing  from  facred  place, 
"  There  would  be  nothing  different  in  the  cafe; 
*'  But,  if  both  thing  and  place  fhould  facred  be,. 
*'  'Twere  height  of  facrilege,  as  Dodors  all  agree." 
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"  Then,"  fays  the  Doftor,  "  for  more  light  In  this, 
*'  To  put  a  fpecial  cafe,  were  not  amlfs. 
"  Suppofe  a  man  fliould  take  a  Common  Prayer 
"  Out  of  a  Chapel  where  there's  fome  to  fpare?'* 

"  A  Common  Prayer '. "  fays  Paddy,  *'  that  would  be 
*'  A  facrilege  of  an  intenfe  degree." 

"  Suppofe  that  one  fhould  in  thefe  holidays 
*'  Take  thence  a  bunch  of  Rofemary  or  Bays?" 

"  I  'd  not  be  too  cenforious  in  that  cafe, 
"  But  'twould  be  facrilege  ftill  from  the  place." 

"  What  if  a  man  ihould  from  the  Chapel  take 
"  A  taper's  end:  fhould  he  a  fcruple  make, 
*'  If  homeward  to  his  chambers  he  Ihould  go, 
"  Whether  'twere  theft,  or  facrilege,  or  no?" 

The  fly  infmuation  was  perceiv'd: 
Says  Paddy,  "  Doftor,  you  may  be  deceiv'd, 
♦*  Unlefs  in  cafes  you  diftinguifh  right; 
"  But  this  may  be  refolv'd  at  the  firft  fight. 
"  As  to  the  taper,  it  could  be  no  theft, 
"  For  it  had  done  its  duty,  and  was  left: 
*'  And  facrilege  in  having  it  is  none, 
**  Becaufe  that  in  my  fleeve  I  now  have  one." 

THE  CONSTABLE. 

^  K  E  night  a  fellow  wandering  without  fear,  '\ 

As  void  of  money  as  he  was  of  care,  > 

Confidering  both  were  vvafli'd  away  with  beer,        j 
With  Strap  the  Conftable  by  Fortune  meets, 
Whofe  lanterns  glare  in  the  moll  fUent  ftreets. 
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Reily,  impatient  any  one  fhould  be 

So  bold  as  to  be  drunk  that  night  but  he : 

*'  Stand;  who  goes  there,"  cries  Strap,"  at  hours  folate? 

*'  Anfwer.   Your  name;  or  elfe  have  at  your  pate."— 

"  I  wo'nt  Hand,  'caufc  I  can 't.  Why  muft  you  know 
"  From  whence  it  is  I  come,  or  where  I  go?" 

"  See  here  my  ftafF,"  cries  Strap ;  "  trembling  behold 
"  Its  radiant  paint,  and  ornamental  gold : 
*'  Wooden  authority  when  thus  I  wield, 
**  Perfons  of  all  degrees  obedience  yield. 
*'  Then,  be  you  the  beft  man  in  all  the  city, 
*'  Mark  me !  I  to  the  Counter  will  commit  ye." 

*'  You!  kifs,  and  fo  forth.    For  that  never  fpare: 
**  If  that  be  all,  commit  me  if  you  dare ; 
*'  No  perfon  yet,  either  through  fear  or  fhame, 
*'  Durll;  commit  me,  that  once  had  heard  mvname."- 
*'  Pray  then,  what  is't?" — "  My  name's  Adul- 

"  TERY ; 

*'  And,  faith,  your  future  life  would  pleafant  be 
**  Did  your  wife  know  you  once  committed  me. 


LITTLE     MOUTHS. 

"C'ROM  London  Paul  the  Carrier  coming  down 
To  Wantage,  meets  a  beauty  of  the  town; 
They  both  accoft  with  falutation  pretty. 
As,  "  How  do'ft,  Paul?" — «  Thank  you:  and  how 
"do'ft,  Betty?" 


*'  I  came  from  Windfor  * ;  and,  if  fome  folks  knew 
*'  As  much  as  I,  it  might  be  well  for  you." 
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*'  DIdft  fee  our  Jack,  nor  Sifter?    No,  you've  feen, 
**  I  warrant,  none  but  thofe  who  faw  the  Queen." 
"  Many  words  fpoke  injeft,"  fays  Paul, "  are  true,  •> 

**  Lord,  Paul!  what  is't?" — "  Why  give  me  fome- 

"  thing  for 't, 
*'  This  kifs;  and  this.     The  matter  then  is  fhort: 
*'  The  Parliament  have  made  a  proclamation, 
*'  Which  will  this  week  be  fent  all  round  the  nation; 
"  That  Maids  with  little  moutbs  do  all  prepare 
*'  On  Sunday  next  to  come  before  the  Mayor, 
"  And  that  all  Batchelors  be  likewlfe  there : 
*'  For  Maids  with  little  mouths  fliall,  if  they  pleafe, 
*'  From  out  of  thefe  young  men  choofe  two  apiece." 

Betty,  with  bridled  chin,  extends  her  face. 
And  then  contrails  her  lips  with  fimpering  grace. 
Cries,  "  Hem !  pray  what  muft  all  the  huge  ones  do 
"  For  hufbands,  when  we  little  mouths  have  two?" 

"  Hold,  not  fo  faft,"  cries  he;  "  pray  pardon  me: 
"  Maids  with  huge,  gaping,  nvic/e  mouths,  muft  have 
"  three." 

Betty  diftorts  her  face  with  liideous  fquall. 
And  mouth  of  a  foot  wide  begins  to  bawl, 
"  Oh!  ho!  is't  fo?  The  cafe  is  alter'd,  Paul. 
"  Is  that  the  point?  I  wi(h  the  three  were  ten; 
•'  I  warrant  I'd  fmd  mouth,  if  they'll  find  men.** 

*  Where  Queen  Anne  and  her  Court  frequently  refiJed. 
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HOLD    FAST    BELOW. 

rj^  HERE  was  a  lad >  th'  unluckieft  of  his  crew. 

Was  ftill  contriving  fomething  bad,  but  new. 
His  comrades  all  obedience  to  him  paid. 
In  executing  what  defigns  he  laid ; 
*Twas  they  fhould  rob  the  orchard,  he  'd  retire^ 
His  foot  was  fafe  whilft  theirs  was  in  the  fire. 
He  kept  them  in  the  dark  to  that  degree. 
None  fhould  prefume  to  be  fo  wife  as  he ; 
But,  being  at  the  top  of  all  affairs. 
The  profit  was  his  own>  the  mifchief  theirs. 
There  fell  fome  words  made  him  begin  to  doubt. 
The  rogues  would  grow  fo  wife  to  find  him  out; 
He  was  not  pleas 'd  with  this,  and  fo  next  day 
He  cries  to  them,  as  going  jufl  to  play, 
**  What  a  rare  Jack-daw's  nefl  is  there !  look  up, 
*'  You  fee  'tis  almofl  at  the  fteeple's  top." 
*'  Ah,"  fays  another,  "  we  can  have  no  hope 
*'  Of  getting  thither  to 't  without  a  rope." 
Says  then  the  fleering  fpark,  with  courteous  grin. 
By  which  he  drew  his  infant  cullies  in ; 
•*  Nothing  more  eafy ;  did  you  never  fee  ") 

*•  How,  in  a  fvvarm,  bees,  hanging  bee  by  bee,     > 
*'  Make  a  long  fort  of  rope  below  the  tree.  j 

*'  Why  mayn't  we  do  the  fame,  good  Mr,  John? 
*'  For  that  contrivance  pray  let  me  alone. 
"  Tom  Ihall  hold  Will,  you  Will,  and  I'll  hold  you; 
**  And  then  I  warrant  you  the  thing  will  do. 
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*'  But,  if  there's  any  does  not  care  to  try, 

"  Let  us  have  no  Jack-daws,  and  what  care  I !" 

That  touch'd  the  quick,  and  fo  they  foon  complied. 
No  argument  like  that  was  e'er  denied. 
And  therefore  inflantly  the  thing  was  tried. 
They  hanging  down  on  ftrength  above  depend : 
Then  to  himfelf  mutters  their  trufty  friend, 
"  The  dogs  are  almoft  ufelefs  grown  to  me, 
"  I  ne'er  fliall  have  fuch  opportunity 
"  To  part  with  them;  and  fo  e'en  let  them  go." 
Then  cries  aloud,  "  So  ho  !  my  lads !  fo  ho  ! 
*'  You  're  gone,  unlefs  ye  all  hold  fall  below. 
"  They  've  ferv'd  my  turn,  fo  'tis  fit  time  to  drop  them ; 
"  The  Devil,  if  he  wants  them,  let  him  flop  them." 

THE     BEGGAR    WOMAN. 

A    G  E  N  T  L  E  M  A  N  in  hunting  rode  aftray. 

More  out  of  choice,  than  that  he  loft  his  way : 
He  let  his  company  the  Hare  purfue. 
For  he  himfelf  had  other  game  in  view : 
A  Beggar  by  her  trade  ;  yet  not  fo  mean. 
But  that  her  cheeks  were  frefh,  and  linen  clean. 
*'  Mifbrefs,"  quoth  he,  "  and  what  if  we  two  fhou'd 
**  Retire  a  little  way  into  the  wood?" 

She  needed  not  much  courtfhip  to  be  kind. 
He  ambles  on  before,  flie  trots  behind ; 
For  little  Bobby,  to  her  ftioulders  bound. 
Hinders  the  gentle  dame  from  ridding  ground, 
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He  often  afk'd  her  to  expofe;  but  Ihe 

Still  fear'd  the  coming  of  Jiis  company. 

Says  fhe,  "  I  know  an  unfrequented  place, 

"  To  the  left  hand,  where  we  our  time  may  pafs, 

«'  And  the  mean  while  your  horfe  may  find  fome 

"  grafs." 
Thither  they  come,  and  both  the  horfe  fecure  ; 
Then  thinks  the  Squire,  I  have  the  matter  fure. 
She 's  alk'd  to  fit :  but  then  excufe  is  made, 
"  Sitting,"  fays  fhe,  "  's  not  ufual  in  my  trade: 
*'  Should  you  be  rude,  and  then  fhould  throw  me  down, 
"  I  might  perhaps  break  more  backs  than  my  own. 
He  fmiling  cries,  "  Come,  I  '11  the  knot  untie, 
*'  And,  if  you  mean  the  Child's,  we  'II  lay  it  by. 
Says  ihe,  "  That  can't  be  done,  for  then  'twill  cry. 
"  I'd  not  have  us,  but  chiefly  for  your  fake, 
"  Difcover'd  by  the  hideous  noife  'twould  make. 
"  Ufe  is  another  nature,  and  'twould  lack, 
**  More  than  the  breaft,  its  cuftom  to  the  back." 
"  Then,"  fays  the  Gentleman,  "  I  Ihould  be  loth 
*'  To  come  fo  far  and  difoblige  you  both : 
**  Were  the  child  tied  to  me,  d  'ye  think  'twould  do  ?" 
**  Mighty  well.  Sir!  Oh,  Lord!  if  tied  to  you  !" 

With  fpeed  incredible  to  work  fhe  goes. 
And  from  her  fhoulder  foon  the  burthen  throws ; 
Then  mounts  the  infant  with  a  gentle  tofs 
Upon  her  generous  friend,  and,  like  a  croCs, 
The  fheet  fhe  with  a  dextrous  motion  winds. 
Till  a  firm  knot  the  wandering  fabrick  binds. 

The  Gentleman  had  fcarce  got  time  to  know 
What  fhe  was  doing ;  fhe,  about  to  go. 
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Cries,  "  Sir,  good  b'ye ;  ben't  angry  that  we  part, 
"  I  truft  the  child  to  you  with  all  my  heart : 
"  But,  ere  you  get  another,  't'en't  amifs 
"  To  try  a  year  or  two  how  you  '11  keep  this." 


THE    VESTRY. 

•XTTiTHiN  the  Shire  of  Nottingham  there  lies 

A  parifh  fam'd,  becaufe  the  men  were  wife  : 
Of  their  own  ftrain  they  had  a  teacher  fought. 
Who  all  his  life  was  better  fed  than  taught. 
It  was  about  a  quarter  of  a  year 
Since  he  had  fnor'd,  and  eat,  and  fatten'd  there  ; 
When  he  the  houfe -keepers,  their  wives,  and  all. 
Did  to  a  fort  of  Parifh -meeting  call  j 
Promifmg  fomething,  which,  well  underftood. 
In  little  time  would  turn  to  all  their  good. 

When  met,  he  thus  harangues :  "  Neighbours,  I 
«  find, 
"  That  in  your  principles  you're  well  inclin'd: 
**  But  then  you're  all  felicitous  for  Sunday; 
*'  None  feem  to  have  a  due  regard  for  Monday, 
"  Moll  people  then  their  dinners  have  to  feek, 
"  As  if  'twere  not  the  firft  day  of  the  week ; 
«'  But,  when  you  have  hafh'd  meat  and  nothing  more> 
**  You  only  curfe  the  day  that  went  before. 
"  On  Tucfday  all  folks  dine  by  one  confent :  -t 

"  And  Wednefdays  only  faft  by  Parliament,  v 

"  But  Falling  fure  by  Nature  ne'er  was  meant.       J 
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"  The  Market  will  for  Thurfday  find  a  difh, 

"  And  Friday  is  a  proper  day  for  fifli; 

"  After  fifh,  Saturday  requires  fome  Meat; 

"  On  Sunday  you're  obliged  by  law  to  treat; 

"  And  the  fame  law  ordains  a  Pudding  then, 

"  To  children  grateful,  nor  unfit  for  men. 

"  TakeHens,  Geefe,Turkies, then, or fomething light, 

"  Becaufe  their  legs,  if  broil'd,  will  ferve  at  night, 

"  And,  fince  I  find  that  roafl:  Beef  makes  you  fleep, 

*'  Corn  it  a  little  more,  and  fo  'twill  keep. 

*'  Roaft  it  on  Monday,  pity  it  fhould  be  fpoil'd; 

"  On  Tuefday  Mutton  either  roaft  or  boil'd. 

"  On  Wednefday  fhould  be  fome  variety, 

"  A  Loin  or  Breaft  of  Veal,  and  Pigeon-pye. 

"  On  Thurfday  each  man  of  his  difh  make  choice, 

"  'Tis  fit  on  Market-days  we  all  rejoice. 

*'  And  then  on  Friday,  as  1  faid  before, 

"  We  '11  have  a  difh  of  Fifh,  and  one  difh  more. 

*'  On  Saturday  ftew'd  Beef,  with  fomething  nice, 

*'  Provided  quick,  and  tofs'd  up  in  a  trice, 

*'  Becaufe  that  in  the  afternoon,  you  know, 

"  By  cuftom,  we  muft  to  the  Ale-houfe  go ; 

"  For  elfe  how  fhould  our  houfes  e'er  be  clean, 

*'  Except  we  gave  fome  time  to  do  it  then  ? 

*'  From  whence,  unlefs  we  value  not  our  lives, 

*'  None  part  without  remembring  firft  our  Wives. 

"  But  thefe  are  flanding  rules  for  every  day, 

"  And  very  good  ones,  as  I  fo  may  fay : 

*'  After  each  meal,  let's  take  a  hearty  cup; 

*'  And  where  we  dine>  'tis  fitting  that  we  fup. 
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*'  Now  for  the  application,  and  the  ufe : 
*'  I  found  your  care  for  Sunday  an  abufe  : 
"  AH  would  be  afking.  Pray,  Sir,  where  d  'you  dine  ? 
*<  I  have  roaft  Beef,  choice  Venifon,  Turkey,  Chine: 
*'  Every  one 's  hawling  me.     Then  fay  poor  I, 
"  It  is  a  bitter  bufinefs  to  deny; 
"  But,  who  is't  cares  for  fourteen  meals  a  day, 
"  As  for  my  own  part,  I  had  rather  ftay, 
* '  And  take  them  now  and  then , — and  here  and  there, — 
"  According  to  my  prefent  bill  of  fare. 
"  You  know  I  'm  fingle :  if  you  all  agree 
"  To  treat  by  turns,  each  will  be  fure  of  me. 

The  Veftry  all  applauded  with  a  hum. 
And  the  feven  wifeft  of  them  bad  him  come. 


THE    MONARCH. 

■fXTHEN  the  young  people  ride  the  Skimmington, 

There  is  a  general  trembling  in  a  town ; 
Not  only  he  for  whom  the  perfon  rides 
Suffers,  but  they  fweep  other  doors  befides; 
And  by  that  hieroglyphic  does  appear 
That  the  good  woman  is  the  mafter  there. 
At  Jenny's  door  the  barbarous  Heathens  fwept. 
And  his  poor  wife  fcolded  until  fhe  wept ; 
The  mob  fvvcpt  on,  whilll  Ihe  fent  forth  in  vain 
Her  vocal  thunder  and  her  briny  rain. 
Some  few  days  after,  two  young  fparks  came  there. 
And  whilll  Ihe  does  her  Coffee  frefh  prepare, 
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One  for  difcourfe  of  news  the  mafter  calls. 

T'other  on  this  ungrateful  fubjcft  falls. 

"  Pray,  Mrs.  Jenny,  whence  came  this  report, 

"  For  I  believe  there's  no  great  reafon  for't, 

*'  As  if  the  folks  t'other  day  fwept  your  door, 

"  And  half  a  dozen  of  your  neighbours  more  ?" 

**  There  's  nothing  iri  't,"  fays  Jenny  ;  "  that  is  done 

"  Where  the  wife  rules,  but  here  I  rule  alone, 

*'  And,  gentlemen,  you'd  much  miftaken  be, 

"  If  any  one  fliould  not  think  that  of  me. 

"  Within  thefe  walls,  my  fuppliant  vaflals  know 

"  What  due  obedience  to  their  prince  they  owe 

*'  And  kifs  the  fhadow  of  my  papal  toe. 

"  My  word 's  a  law ;  when  I  my  power  advance, 

**  There's  not  a  greater  Mfonarch  ev'nin  France 

"  Not  the  Mogul  or  Czar  of  Mufcovy, 

"  Not  Preller  John,  or  Cham  of  Tartary, 

'*  Are  in  their  houfes  Monarch  more  than  I. 

"  My  Houfe  my  Caftle  is,  and  here  I  'm  King, 

*'  I'm  Pope,  I'm  Emperor,  Monarch,  every  thing. 

*'  What  though  my  wife  be  partner  of  my  bed, 

*♦  The  Monarch's  Crown  fits  only  on  this  head.'* 

His  wife  had  plaguy  ears,  as  well  as  tongue. 
And,  hearing  all,  thought  his  difcourfe  too  long: 
Her  confcience  faid,  he  fhould  not  tell  fuch  lyes. 
And  to  her  knowledge  fuch  ;  {he  therefore  cries, 
"  D'ye  hear — you — Sirrah — Monarch— there?— 

"  Come  down 
"  And  grind  the  Coffee— or  1  '11  crack  your  Crown." 
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JUST     AS     YOU     PLEASE; 

O  R, 

THE     INCURIOUS. 

VIRTUOSO  had  a  mind  to  fee 
One  that  would  never  difcontented  be. 
But  in  a  carelefs  way  to  all  agree. 
He  had  a  Servant,  much  of  ^fop's  kind. 
Of  perfonage  uncouth,  but  fprightly  mind: 
**  Humpus,"  fays  he,  "  I  order  that  you  find 
"  Out  fuch  a  man,  with  fuch  a  charadter, 
"  As  in  this  paper  now  I  give  you  here ; 
"  Or  I  will  lug  your  ears,  or  crack  your  pate, 
"  Or  rather  you  fhall  meet  with  a  worfe  fate, 
*'  For  I  will  break  your  back,  and  fet  you  llrait. 
"  Bring  hiin  to  dinner."     Humpus  foon  witlidrew. 
Was  fafe,  as  having  fuch  a  one  in  view 
At  Covent  Garden  dial,  whom  he  found 
Sitting  with  thoughtlefs  air  and  look  profound. 
Who,  folitary  gaping  without  care, 
Seem'd  to  fay,  "  Who  is  't  ?  wilt  go  any  where  ?" 
Says  Humpus,  "  Sir,  my  Mafter  bade  me  pray 
"  Your  company  to  dine  with  him  to-day." 
He  fnufts ;  then  follows ;  up  the  flairs  he  goes. 
Never  pulls  off  his  hat,  nor  cleans  his  flioes. 
But,  looking  round  him,  faw  a  handfome  room. 
And  did  not  much  repent  that  he  was  come  j 
Clofe  to  the  fire  he  draws  an  elbow-chair. 
And,  lolling  eafy,  doth  for  fleep  prepare. 
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In  comes  the  family,  but  he  fits  ftill. 

Thinks,  *'  Let  them  take  the  other  chairs  that  will  !'* 

The  Mafter  thus  accofts  him,  "  Sir,  you're  wet, 
**  Pray  have  a  culhion  underneath  your  feet." 
Thinks  he,  "  If  I  do  fpoil  it,  need  I  care  ? 
**  I  fee  he  has  eleven  more  to  fpare." 

Dinner 's  brought  up ;  the  Wife  is  bid  retreat. 
And  at  the  upper  end  muft  be  his  feat. 
"  This  is  not  very  ufual,"  thinks  the  Clown: 
*'  But  is  not  all  the  family  his  own  .? 
**  And  why  fhould  I,  for  contradiction's  fake, 
*'  Lofe  a  good  dinner,  which  he  bids  me  take  ? 
*'  If  from  his  table  fhe  difcarded  be, 
**  What  need  I  care !  there  is  the  more  for  me." 

After  a  while,  the  Daughter's  bid  to  Hand, 
And  bring  him  whatfoever  he'll  command. 
Thinks  he,  *'  The  better  from  the  fairer  hand ! 

Young  Mafter  next  muft  rife,  to  fill  him  wine. 
And  ftarve  himfelf,  to  fee  the  booby  dine  : 
He  does.   The  Father  afks,  "  What  have  you  there  } 
"  How  dare  you  give  a  ftranger  Vinegar?" 
"  Sir,  'twas  Champagne  I  gave  him." — "  Sir,indeed! 
*•  Take  him  and  fcourge  him  till  the  rafcal  bleed; 
"  Don't  fpare  him  for  his  tears  or  age :  I  '11  try 
"  If  Cat-of-nine-tails  can  excufe  a  lye." 

Thinks  the  Clown,  "  That  'twas  wine,  I  do  believe ; 
"  But  fuch  young  rogues  are  apteft  to  deceive : 
"  He 's  none  of  mine,  but  his  own  flefh  and  blood,  • 
f*  And  how  know  I  but't  may  be  for  his  good?  " 

When  the  deffert  came  on,  and  jellies  brought. 
Then  was  the  difmal  fcene  of  finding  fault : 
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They  were  fuch  hideous,  filthy,  poifonous  fluff. 
Could  not  be  rail'd  at,  nor  reveng'd  enough. 
Humpus  was  afk'd  who  made  them.     Trembling  he 
Said,  "  Sir,  it  was  my  Lady  gave  them  me." — 
"  No  more  fuch  Poifon  fhall  fhe  ever  give, 
"  I'll  burn  the  witch;  't'ent  fitting  fhe  fhould  live : 
"  Set  faggots  in  the  court,  I'll  make  her  fry; 
"  And  pray,  good  Sir,  may't  pleafe  you  to  be  by?" 
Then,  fmiling,  fays  the  Clown,  "  Upon  my  life, 
*'  A  pretty  fancy  this,  to  burn  one's  Wife  ! 
"  And,  fince  I  find  'tis  really  your  defign, 
"  Pray  let  me  juft  ftep  home,  and  fetch  you  mine.*' 


OF    DREAMS. 

"  For  a  Dream  cometh  through  the  multitude  of  Bufinefs. 

ECCLE  s.  V.   4. 
"  Somnia,  quae  ludunt  mente  volitantibus  umbris, 
"  Non  delubra  deum  nee  ab  jethere  numina  mictunt, 
"  Sed  fibl  quifque  facit,"  &c.  Petronius. 

'T^  H  E  flitting  Dreams,  that  play  before  the  wind. 

Are  not  by  Heaven  for  Prophefies  defign'd; 
Nor  by  a:thereal  Beings  fent  us  down. 
But  each  man  is  creator  of  his  oxtv/: 
For,  when  their  weary  limbs  are  funk  in  cafe. 
The  fouls  effay  to  wander  where  they  pleafe  j 
The  fcatter'd  images  have  fpace  to  play. 
And  Night  repeats  the  labours  of  the  Day. 
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THE 

ART   OF    MAKING   PUDDINGS. 

I.  Hasty   Pudding. 

T  SING  of  FOOD,  byBritilli  Nurfe  defign'd. 

To  make  the  Stripling  brave,  and  Maiden  kind. 
Delay  not,  Mufe,  in  numbers  to  rehearfe 
The  pleafures  of  our  life,  and  finews  of  our  verfe. 
Let  Pu  D  D I N  g's  dilh,  mofl  wholefome,  be  thy  theme. 
And  dip  thy  fwelling  plumes  in  fragrant  Cream.      6 

■  Sing  tlien  that  Difh  fo  fitting  to  improve 
A  tender  modefty  and  trembling  love ; 
Swimming  in  Butter  of  a  golden  hue, 
Garnifh'd  with  drops  of  Rofe's  fpicy  dew.  lo 

Sometimes  the  frugal  Matron  feems  in  hafle. 
Nor  cares  to  beat  her  Pudding  into  Parte : 
Yet  Milk  in  proper  Skillet  fhe  will  place. 
And  gently  fpice  it  with  a  blade  of  Mace ; 
Then  fet  fome  careful  Damfel  to  look  to 't,  15 

And  ftill  to  ftir  away  the  Biftiop's-foot; 
For,  if  burnt  Milk  Ihould  to  the  bottom  ftick. 
Like  over-heated  zeal,  'twould  make  folks  fick. 
Into  the  Milk  her  Flour  ihe  gently  throws. 
As  Valets  now  would  powder  tender  Beaux  ;  20 

The  liquid  forms  in  hasty  mass  unite 
Forms  equally  delicious,  as  they're  white. 
In  fhining  difli  the  hasty  mass  is  thrown. 
And  feems  to  want  no  graces  but  its  own. 
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Yet  ftill  the  Houfewife  brings  in  frefh  fupplies,       25 

To  gratify  the  tafte,  and  pleafe  the  eyes. 

She  on  the  furface  lumps  of  Butter  lays. 

Which,  melting  with  the  heat,  its  beams  difplays ; 

From  whence  it  caufes,  wondrous  to  behold, 

A  Silver  foil  bedeck'd  with  ftreams  of  Gold !  30 

II.  A  Hedge-Hog  after  a  Quaking-Pudding. 

AS  Neptune,  when  the  three-tongu'd  fork  he  takes. 
With  ftrength  divine  the  globe  terreftrial  fhakes. 
The  higheft  Hills,  Nature's  ftupendous  Piles, 
Break  with  the  force,  and  quiver  into  Ifles ; 
Yet  on  the  ruins  grow  the  lofty  Pines,  3^ 

And  Snow  unmelted  in  the  vallies  fliines  : 

Thus  when  the  Dame  her  Hedge  -Ho  g-Pudding 
breaks. 
Her  Fork  indents  irreparable  ftreaks. 
The  trembling  lump,  with  Butter  all  around. 
Seems  to  perceive  its  fall,  and  then  be  drown'd ;     40 
And  yet  the  tops  appear,  whilfl:  Almonds  thick 
With  bright  Loaf-fugar  on  the  furface  ftick. 

III.  Pud  dings  of  various  Colours  in  a  Difh. 

YOU,  Painter-like,  now  variegate  the  fhade. 
And  thus  from  Puddings  there 's  a  Landfcape  made. 
And  Wife  and  London  *,  when  they  would  difpofe    45 
Their  Ever-greens  into  well-order'd  rows. 
So  mix  their  colours,  that  each  different  plant 
Gives  light  and  fhadow  as  the  others  want. 

*  The  two  royal  gardeners.     King. 
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IV.   Making  of  a  good  Pudding  gets  a  good 
Husband. 

YE  Virgins,  as  thefe  lines  you  kindly  take. 
So  may  you  Itill  fuch  glorious  Pudding  make,         50 
That  crouds  of  Youth  may  ever  be  at  ftrife. 
To  gain  the  fweet  compofer  for  his  wife  ! 

VI  Sack  and  Sugar  to  Quaking-Pudding. 
"  Oh,  Delicious!" 

BUT  where  mufl  our  Confeffion  firft  begin. 
If  Sack  and  Sugar  once  be  thought  a  Sin? 

VI.  Broiled   Pudding. 

HID  in  the  dark,  we  mortals  feldom  know         55 
From  whence  the  fource  of  happinefs  may  flow ; 
Who  to  Broil'd  Pudding  would  their  thoughts  have  bent 
From  bright  Pewteria's  love-lick  difcontent? 
Yet  fo  it  was,  Pewteria  felt  Love's  heat 
In  fiercer  flames  than  thofe  which  roaft  her  meat.    60 
No  Pudding 's  loft,  but  may  with  frefh  delight 
Be  either yr;V^  next  day,  or  broil'd  at  night. 

VII.  Mutton   Pudding. 

BUT  Mutton,  thou  moft  nourifliing  of  meat, 
Whofe  fingle  joint*  may  conftitute  a  treat; 
When  made  a  Pudding,  you  excel  the  rell  65 

As  much  as  That  of  other  Food  is  beft ! 

*  A  Loin.     King. 
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VIII.  Oatmeal   Pudding. 
OF  Oats  decorticated  take  two  pound. 
And  of  new  milk  enough  the  fame  to  drown ; 
Of  raifms  of  the  Sun,  fton'd,  ounces  eight; 
Of  currants,  cleanly  pick'd,  an  equal  weight; 
Of  fuet,  finely  flic'd,  an  ounce  at  leaft; 
And  fix  eggs,  newly  taken  from  the  neft; 
Seafon  this  mixture  well  with  fait  and  fpice ; 
'Twill  make  a  Pudding  far  exceeding  rice ; 
And  you  may  fafely  feed  on  it  like  farmers. 
For  the  receipt  is  learned  Dr.  Harmer's. 

IX.  A  Sack-Posset. 

FROM  far  Barbadoes,  on  the  Weflcrn  Main, 
Fetch  fugar,  half  a  pound ;  fetch  fack,  from  Spain, 
A  pint ;  then  fetch,  from  India's  fertile  coaft. 
Nutmeg,  the  glory  of  the  Britifh  toaft. 


UPON   A   GIANT'S    ANGLING. 

TTis  angle-rod  made  of  a  flurdy  oak. 

His  line  a  cable,  wmch  m  florms  ne'er  broke. 
His  hook  he  baited  with  a  dragon's  tail. 
And  fate  upon  a  Rock  and  bobb'd  for  whale. 
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ADVICE     l^O    HORACE, 

TO    TAKE    HIS    LEAVE    OF    TRINITY    COLLEGE, 
CAMBRIDGE. 

TTORACE,  you  HOW  havc  long  enough 

At  Cambridge  play'd  the  fool : 
Take  back  your  criticizing  fluff" 
To  Epicurus'  School. 

But,  in  excufe  of  this,  you  '11  fay. 

You're  fo  unwieldy  grown. 
That,  if  amongft  that  herd  you  lay. 

You  fcarcely  fhould  be  known. 

How  many  butter'd  crufts  you  've  toft 

Into  your  weem  fo  big. 
That  you're  more  like  (at  College  coft) 

A  porpoife  than  a  pig. 

But  you  from  head  to  foot  are  bravjti. 

And  fo  from  fide  to  fide : 
You  meafure  (were  a  circle  drawn) 

No  longer  than  your 're  wide. 

Then  blefs  me.  Sir,  how  many  craggs 

You  've  drunk  of  potent  ale ! 
No  wonder  if  the  belly  fwaggs. 

That's  rival  to  a  ^vhale. 

E'en  let  the  Fellows  take  the  reft. 

They've  had  a  jolly  tafter : 
But  no  great  likelihood  to  feaft, 

'Twixt  Horace  and  the  Mafter  1 
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INDIAN      ODE. 

DARCO. 

^'JESAR,  poflefs'd  of  Egypt's  Queen, 

And  Conqueror  of  her  charms. 
Would  envy,  had  he  Darco  feen 
When  lock'd  in  Zabra's  arms. 

ZABRA. 

Should  Memnon  that  fam'd  Black  revive, 

Aurora's  darling  Son, 
For  Zabra's  heart  in  vain  he  'd  ftrive. 

Where  Darco  reigns  alone. 

DARCO. 

Frefli  Mulberries  new-prefs'd  difclofe 

A  blood  of  purple  hue; 
And  Zabra's  lips,  like  crimfon  Rofe, 

Swell  with  a  fragrant  dew. 

ZABRA. 

The  amorous  Sun  has  kifs'd  his  face;. 

And,  now  thofe  beams  are  fet, 
A  lovely  night  affumes  the  place. 

And  tinges  all  with  jet. 

DARCO. 

Darknefs  is  myftic  prieft  to  Love, 

And  does  its  rites  conceal ; 
O'erfpread  with  clouds,  fuch  joys  we'll  prove 

As  day  {hall  ne'er  reveal. 
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ZABRA. 

In  gloom  of  night,  when  Darco's  eyes 
Are  guides,  what  heart  can  ftray  ? 

Whoever  views  his  teeth,  defcries 
The  bright  and  milky  way. 

D  ARCO. 

Though  born  to  rule  fierce  Libya's  fands. 
That  with  gold's  luftre  fhine. 

With  eafe  I  quit  thofe  high  commands 
Whilft  Zabra  thus  is  mine. 

ZABRA. 

Should  I  to  that  bleft  world  repair. 
Where  Whites  no  portion  have ; 

I  'd  foon,  if  Darco  were  not  there. 
Fly  back,  and  be  a  Slave. 


EPIGRAM. 

TXT  HO  could  believe  that  a  fine  needle's  fmart 

Should  from  a  finger  pierce  a  virgin's  heart ; 
That,  from  an  orifice  fo  very  fmall 
The  fpirits  and  the  vital  blood  fhould  fall  ? 
Strephon  and  Phaon,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  you. 
If  more  than  this  has  not  been  found  too  true. 
From  fmaller  darts,  much  greater  wounds  arife. 
When  fhot  by  Cynthia's  or  by  Laura's  eyes. 
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EPIGRAM. 

QAM  WILLS  had  view'd  Kate  Bets,  a  fmiling  lafs ; 

And  for  her  pretty  Mouth  admir'd  her  face. 
Kate  had  llk'd  Sam,  for  Nofe  of  Roman  fize. 
Not  minding  his  complexion  or  his  eyes. 
They  met— fays  Sam,  Alas,  to  fay  the  truth, 
I  find  myfelf  deceiv'd  by  that  fmall  Mouth  1 
Alas,  cries  Kate,  could  any  one  fuppofe, 
I  could  be  fo  deceiv'd  by  fuch  a  Nofe ! 
But  I  henceforth  {hall  hold  this  maxim  juft. 
To  have  experience  firlt,  and  then  to  trufl ! 

TO     MR.     CARTER, 

STEWARD     TO    THE     LORD     CARTERET. 

Accept  of  health  from  one  who,  writing  this, 

Wilhes  you  in  the  fame  that  now  he  is ; 
Though  to  your  perfon  he  may  be  unknown. 
His  wifhes  are  as  hearty  as  your  own. 
For  Carter's  drink,  when  in  his  Mailer's  hand. 
Has  pleafure  and  good-nature  at  command. 
What  though  his  Lordfhip's  lands  are  in  your  trufl, 
'Tis  greater  to  his  Brewing  to  be  jull. 
As  to  that  matter,  no  one  can  find  fault. 
If  you  fupply  him  flill  with  well-dried  Malt. 
Still  be  a  fervant  conflant  to  afford 
A  liquor  fitting  for  ycur  generous  Lord ; 
Liquor,  like  him,  from  feeds  of  worth  in  light. 
With  fparkling  atoms  Hill  afcending  bright. 
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May  your  accompts  (o  with  your  Lord  Hand  clear. 

And  have  your  reputation  like  your  Beer ; 

The  main  perfeftion  of  your  life  purfue. 

In  March,  Oflober,  every  month,  ftill  brew. 

And  get  the  character  of"  Who  but  You?" 

NERO. 
A         SATIRE. 

"t  T  7E  know  how  ruin  once  did  reign. 

When  Rome  was  fir'd,  and  Senate  flain ; 
The  Prince,  with  Brother's  gore  imbrued  ; 
His  tender  Mother's  life  purfued  ; 
How  he  the  carcafe,  as  it  lay. 
Did  without  tear  or  blulh  furvey. 
And  cenfure  each  majcflic  grace 
That  ftill  adorn'd  that  breathlefs  face : 
Yet  he  with  fword  could  domineer 
Where  dawning  light  does  firfl  appear 
From  rays  of  Phoebus ;  and  command 
Through  his  whole  courfe,  ev'n  to  that  Urand 
Where  he,  abhorring  fuch  a  fight. 
Sinks  in  the  watery  gloom  of  night : 
Yet  he  could  death  and  terror  throw. 
Where  Thule  ftarves  in  Northern  fnow ; 
Where  Southern  heats  do  fiercely  pafs 
O'er  burning  fands  that  melt  to  glafs. 

Fond  hopes  1   Could  height  of  Power  affuage 
The  mad  excefs  of  Nero's  rage  ? 
Hard  is  the  fate,  when  fubjcdls  find 
The  Sword  unjull  to  Poifon  join'd ! 
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AD     AMICUM. 

■pRiMUs  ab  Angliacis,  Carolina:  Tyntus  *  in  oras, 

Palladias  artes  fecum,  cytharamque  fonantem 
Attulit ;  aft  illi  comites  Parnaflido  una 
Adveniunt,  autorque  viae  confultus  Apollo  : 
Ille  idem  fparfos  longe  lateque  colonos 
Legibus  in  coetus  aequis,  atque  oppida  cogit ; 
Hinc  hominum  molliri  animos,  hinc  mercibus  optis 
Crefcere  divitias  et  furgere  tedta  deorum. 
Talibus  aufpiciis  doftac  conduntur  Athen^e, 
Sic  byrfa  ingentem  Didonis  crevit  in  urbem 
Carthago  regum  domitrix ;  fie  aurea  Roma 
Orbe  triumphato  nitidum  caput  intulit  aftris. 

ATTEMPTED     IN     ENGLISH. 

T  Y  N  T  E  was  the  man  who  firft,  from  Britifli  fhore, 
Palladian  arts  to  Carolina  bore ; 
His  tuneful  harp  attending  Mufes  ftrung. 
And  Phoebus'  fkill  infpir'd  the  lays  he  fung. 
Strong  towers  and  palaces  their  rife  began. 
And  liftening  ftones  to  facred  fabricks  ran. 
Juft  laws  were  taught,  and  curious  arts  of  peace. 
And  trade's  brifk  current  flow'd  with  wealth's  increafe. 
On  fuch  foundations  learned  Athens  rofe ; 
So  Dido's  thong  did  Carthage  firft  inclofe : 
So  Rome  was  taught  old  Empires  to  fubdue. 
As  Tynte  creates  and  governs,  now,  the  nenju, 

*  Major  Tynte,  Governor  of  Carolina, 
O  2 
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ULYSSES     AND    TIRESIAS. 

ULYSSES. 

rpELL  me,  old  Prophet,  tell  me  how, 
Ellate  when  funk,  and  pocket  low. 
What  fubtle  arts,  what  fecret  ways. 
May  the  defponding  fortune  raife  ? 
You  laugh :  thus  Mifery  is  fcorn'd  ! 

TIRESIAS. 

Sure  'tis  enough,  you  are  return'd 
Home  by  your  Wit,  and  view  again 
Your  Farm  of  Ithac,  and  Wife  Pen. 

ULYSSES. 

Sage  friend,  whofe  word 's  a  law  to  me. 
My  want  and  nakednefs  you  fee : 
The  fparks,  who  made  my  wife  fuch  offers. 
Have  left  me  nothing  in  my  coffers ; 
They  've  kill'd  my  oxen,  fheep,  and  geefe. 
Eat  up  my  bacon  and  my  cheefe. 
Lineage  and  virtue,  at  this  pufh. 
Without  the  gelt,  's  not  worth  a  rufh. 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  not  to  mince  the  matter  more. 
You  are  averfe  to  being  poor  ; 
Therefore  find  out  fome  rich  old  cuff. 
That  never  thinks  he  has  enough : 
Have  you  a  Swan,  a  Turkey-pye, 
With  Woodcocks,  thither  let  them  fly. 
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The  Firft-fruits  of  your  early  Spring, 
Not  to  the  Gods,  but  to  Him  bring. 
Though  he  a  foundling  Ballard  be, 
Convift  of  frequent  perjury; 
His  hands  with  brother's  blood  imbrued. 
By  jultice  for  that  crime  purfued  ; 
Never  the  wall,  when  afk'd,  refufe. 
Nor  lofe  your  friend,  to  fave  your  {hoes. 

ULYSSES. 

'Twixt  Damas  and  the  kennel  go  ! 
Which  is  the  filthleft  of  the  two? 
Before  Troy-town  it  was  not  fo. 
There  with  the  beft  I  us'd  to  drive. 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  by  that  means  you  '11  never  thrive. 

ULYSSES, 

It  will  be  very  hard,  that's  true: 
Yet  I'll  my  generous  mind  fubdue. 

TRANSLATION     FROM     TASSO, 

CANTO    III.    ST.    3. 

Q  O  when  bold  Mariners,  whom  hopes  of  ore 

Have  urg'd  to  fcek  fome  unfrequented  fliore  : 
The  fea  grown  high,  and  pole  unknown,  do  find 
How  falfe  is  every  wave,  and  treacherous  every  wind  ! 
If  wlfli'd-for  land  fome  happier  fight  defcries, 
Diftant  huzzas,  falutlng  clamours,  rife  : 
Each  flrives  to  Ihew  his  mate  th' approaching  bay. 
Forgets  pall  danger,  and  the  tedious  way. 
03 
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FROM    HESIOD. 

Ti^HEN  Saturn  reign'd  in  Heaven,  his  fubjefts  here 

Array 'd  with  godly  virtues  did  appear  ; 
Care,  Pain,  Old  Age,  and  Grief,  were  banifh'd  far. 
With  all  the  dread  of  Laws  and  doubtful  War  : 
But  chearful  Friendfhip,  mix'd  with  Innocence, 
Feafted  their  underftanding  and  their  fenfe ; 
Nature  abounded  with  unenvied  ftore. 
Till  their  difcretell  wits  could  afk  no  more  ; 
And  when,  by  fate,  they  came  to  breathe  their  laft, 
DifTolv'd  in  fleep  their  flitting  vitals  pafs'd. 
Then  to  much  happier  manfions  they  remov'd. 
There  prais'd  their  God,  and  were  by  him  belov'd. 

THAME     AND    ISIS. 

QO  the  God  Thame,  as  through  fome  pond  he  glides, 
^  Into  the  arms  of  wandering  Ifis  flides : 
His  flrength,  her  foftnefs,  in  one  bed  combine. 
And  both  with  bands  inextricable  join. 
Now  no  coerulean  Nymph,  or  Sea  God,  knows. 
Where  liis,  or  where  Thame,  diitinftly  flows ; 
But  with  a  lafting  charm  they  blend  their  flream. 
Producing  one  imperial  River — Th  a  m  e  . 

I  ivaked,  /peaking  thefc  out  of  a  Dream  in  the  Morning. 

■jiyTATURE  a  thoufand  ways  complains, 

A  thoufand  words  exprefs  her  pains : 
But  for  her  Laughter  has  but  three. 
And  very  fmall  ones.  Ha,  ha,  he  ! 
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THE    STUMBLING    BLOCK. 

FROM    CLAUDIAN's    RUFINUS*. 

'T^WENTY  conundrums  have  of  late 
Been  buzzing  in  my  addle  pate. 
If  earthly  things  are  rui'd  by  Heaven, 
Or  matters  go  at  fix  and  feven. 
The  coach  without  a  coachman  driven  ? 
A  pilot  at  the  helm  to  guide. 
Or  the  fnip  left  to  wind  and  tide  ? 
A  great  Firll  Caufe  to  be  ador'd. 
Or  whether  all's  a  lottery-board  ? 
For  when,  in  viewing  Nature's  face, 
I  fpy  fo  regular  a  grace ! 
So  juft  a  fymmetry  of  features. 
From  ftem  to  ftern,  in  all  her  creatures ! 
When  on  the  boiftrous  fea  I  think. 
How  'tis  confin'd  like  any  fink ! 
How  fummer,  winter,  fpring,  and  fall. 
Dance  round  in  fo  exaft  a  hawl ! 
How,  like  a  chequer,  day  and  night. 
One's  mark'd  with  black,  and  one  wich  white  ! 

Quoth  I,  I  ken  it  well  from  hence. 
There's  a  prefiding  influence! 
Which  won't  permit  the  rambling  ftars 
To  fall  together  by  the  ears : 

*  See  a  ferious  tranflation,  above,  p.  123. 
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Which  orders  ftill  the  proper  feafon 
For  hay  and  oats,  and  beans  and  peafen : 
Which  trims  the  fun  with  its  own  beams ; 
Whilil  the  moon  ticks  for  her's,  it  feems. 
And,  as  afliam'd  of  the  difgrace, 
Unmaflcs  but  feldom  al!  her  face: 
Which  bounds  the  ocean  within  banks. 
To  hinder  a!!  its  mad-cap  pranks : 
Which  does  the  globe  to  an  axle  fit. 
Like  wheel  to  nave,  or  joint  to  fpit ! 

But  then  again  !    How  can  it  be 
Whilft  fuch  vail  tracks  of  earth  we  fee 
O'er-run  by  barbarous  tyranny  ! 
Vile  fycophants  in  clover  blefs'd  ; 
WhUil  patriots  with  Duke  Plumphry  feail. 
Brow-beaten,  bullied,  and  opprefs'd  ! 
Pimps  rais'd  to  honour,  riches,  rule  ; 
Whilft  he,  who  feems  to  be  a  tool. 
Is  the  prieft's  knave,  the  placeman's  fool  I 

This  whimfical  phenomenon. 
Confounding  all  my  /ro  and  co/i. 
Bamboozles  the  account  again. 
And  drav/s  me  -/lolens  'vol ens  in. 
Like  a  prefs'd  foldier,  to  efpoufe 
The  fceptic's  hypothetic  caufe : 
Who  Kent  will  to  a  codling  lay  us. 
That  crofs-or-pile  refin'd  the  chaos ; 
That  jovial  atoms  once  did  dance. 
And  form'd  this  merry  orb  by  chance. 
No  art  or  ikill  were  taken  up. 
But  all  fell  out  as  round  as  hoop  ! 
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THE    STUMBLING    BLOCK. 
A  'vacuum  's  another  maxim ; 
Where,  he  brags,  experience  backs  him  : 
Denying  that  all  fpace  is  full. 
From  infide  of  a  Tory's  fkull. 
As  to  a  Deity ;  his  tenet 
Swears  by  It,  there  is  nothing  in  it ; 
Elfe  'tis  too  bufy  or  too  idle. 
With  our  poor  bagatelles  to  meddle. 

Anna's  a  curb  to  lawlefs  Louis, 
Which  as  illullrious  as  true  is; 
Her  viftories  o'er  defpotic-right. 
That  paflive  non-refilHng  bite. 
Have  brought  this  myflery  to  light : 
Have  fairly  made  the  riddle  out. 
And  anfvver'd  all  the  fqueamifh  doubt ; 
Have  clear'd  the  regency  on-high. 
From  every  prefumptuous  Why. 

No  more  I  boggle  as  before. 
But  with  full  confidence  adore; 
Plain,  as  nofe  on  face,  expounding 
All  this  intricate  dumb-founding  ; 
Which  to  the  mean'il  conception  is. 
As  foUoweth  hereunder,  viz. 

"  Tyrants  mount  but  like  a  meteor, 

"  To  make  their  headlong  fall  the  greater." 
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THE    GARDEN    PLOT.    1709. 
■ttTHEN  Naboth's  vineyard  look'd  (o  fine. 

The  king  cried  out,  "  Would  this  were  mine ! 
And  yet  no  reafon  could  prevail. 
To  bring  the  owners  to  a  fale ; 
Jezabel  law,  with  haughty  pride. 
How  Ahab  griev'd  to  be  denied: 
And  thus  accofted  him  with  fcorn, 
*'  Shall  Naboth  make  a  monarch  mourn  ? 
"  A  king,  and  weep!  The  ground's  your  own: 
*'  I'll  veft  the  garden  in  the  crown." 
With  that  fhe  hatch'd  a  plot,  and  made 
Poor  Naboth  anfwer  with  his  head. 
And  when  his  harmlefs  blood  was  fpilt. 
The  ground  became  the  forfeit  of  his  guilt. 

Poor  Hall,  renown'd  for  comely  hair, 
Whofe  hands  perhaps  were  not  fo  fair. 
Yet  had  a  Jezabel  as  near. 
Hall,  of  fmall  Scripture-converfation, 
Yet  howe'er  Hungerford's  quotation. 
By  fome  flrange  accident  had  got 
The  ftory  of  this  Garden  Plot; 
Wifely  forefaw  he  might  have  reafon 
To  dread  a  modern  bill  of  treafon. 
If  Jezabel  fliould  pleafe  to  want 
His  fmall  addition  to  her  grant ; 
Therefore  refolv'd  in  humble  fort 
To  begin  firft,  and  make  his  court ; 
And,  feeing  nothing  elfe  would  do. 
Gave  a  third  part,  to  fave  the  other  two. 
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EPISTLE    TO    MR.  GODDARD  *; 

WRITTEN    BY    DR.  KING, 
IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF    "    THE    REVIEW." 

'TpO  Windfor  Canon,  his  well-chofen  Friend, 

The  jull  Review  does  kindcft  greeting  fend, 
I  've  found  the  man  by  nature's  gift  defign'd 
To  pleafe  my  ear  and  captivate  my  mind. 
By  fympathy  the  eager  pafiions  move. 
And  ftrike  my  foul  with  wonder  and  with  love ! 
Happy  that  place,  where  much  lefs  care  is  had 
To  fave  the  virtuous,  than  proteft  the  bad; 

*  Taken  from  an  admirable  banter  of  our  author's,  intituled, 
"  Two  Friendly  Letters  from  honeft  Tom  Boggy,  to  the  Rev. 
"  Mr.  Goddard,  Canon  of  Windfor,"  very  proper  to  be  tacked  to 
the  Canon's  Sermon;  fiift  printed  in  8 vo,  1710.  This  Sermon  (full 
of  high  treafon  againft  High-church,  Hereditary  Right,  and  Sa- 
cheverell)  was  intituled,  "  The  Guilt,  Mifchief,  and  Aggrava- 
"  tion  of  Cenfure  ;  fet  forth  in  a  Sermon  preached  in  St.  George's 
"  Chapel  within  her  Majefty's  Caftle  of  Windfor,  on  Sunday  the 
"  25th  of  June,  1710.  By  Thomas  Goddard,  A.M.  Canon  of 
«'  Windfor.  London,  printed  for  B.  Lintot,  17 10." — Mr. 
Goddard  was  inftalled  Canon  May  26,  1707,  and  was  alfo  Reiflor 
of  St.  Bcnnet  Finch,  London.  He  publilhed  a  3Cth  of  January 
Sermon,  in  4to,  i  703  ;  and  "  The  Meicy  of  God  to  this  Church 
*'  and  Kingdom,  exemplified  in  the  feveral  Inftances  of  it,  from 
"  the  Beginning  of  the  Reformation  down  to  the  prefent  Time, 
"  A  Sermon  preached  in  St.  George's  Chapel  at  Windfor,  on 
"  Tuefday  the  7th  of  November,  theUay  of  Thankfgiving,  171c," 
8vo.  They  were  all  reprinted  in  171 5,  with  three  others,  under 
the  title  of  *•  Six  Sermons  on  feveral  Occafions,"  Svo.     N. 
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Where  Paftors  muft  their  ftubborn  Flock  obey. 

Or  that  be  thought  a  fcandal  which  they  fay: 

For,  Ihould  a  fin,  by  fome  grand  foul  belov'd. 

Chance  with  an  aukward  zeal  to  be  reprov'd. 

And  tender  confcience  meet  the  fatal  curfe. 

Of  hardening  by  reproof,  and  growing  worfe : 

When  things  to  fuch  extremities  are  brought, 

'Tis  not  the  Sinner's,  but  the  Teacher's,  fault. 

With  Great  Men's  wickednefs,  then,  reft  content. 

And  give  them  their  own  leifure  to  repent ; 

Whilft  their  own  hcad-ftrong  will  alone  muft  curb  them. 

And  nothing  vex,  or  venture  to  difturb  them. 

Left  they  lliould  lofe  their  favour  in  the  court. 

And  no  one  but  themfelves  be  forry  for 't. 

Were  I  in  panegyrick  vers'd  like  you, 

I  'd  bring  whole  offerings  to  your  merit  due. 

You've  gain'd  the  conqueft;  and  I  freely  own, 

Diflenters  may  by  Churchmen  be  out-done. 

Though  once  we  feem'd  to  be  at  fuch  a  Diftance, 

Yet  both  concenter  in  Divine  refiftance: 

Both  teach  what  Kings  muft  do  when  fubjedts  fight. 

And  both  difclaim  Hereditary  Right. 

By  Jove's  command,  two  Eagles  took  their  flight. 

One  from  the  Eaft,  the  fourcc  of  infant  light. 

The  other  from  the  Weft,  that  bed  of  night. 

The  birds  of  thunder  both  at  Delphi  meet. 

The  centre  of  the  world,  and  Wifdom's  feat. 

So,  by  a  Power  not  decent  here  to  name. 

To  one  fixt  point  our  various  notions  came. 
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Your  thoughts  from  Oxford  and  from  Windfor  flew, 
Whllft  Shop  and  Meeting-houfe  brought  forth  Re- 
view*. 
Your  brains  fierce  Eloquence  and  Logick  tried. 
My  humbler  llrain  choice  Socks  and  Stockings  cried; 
Yet  in  our  common  principles  we  meet. 
You  finking  from  the  Head,  I  rifmg  from  the  Feet. 

Pardon  a  hafly  Mufe,  ambitious  grown, 
T' extol  a  merit  far  beyond  his  own. 
For,  though  a  moderate  Painter  can't  command 
The  ftroke  of  Titian's  or  of  Raphael's  hand : 
Yet  their  tranfcendent  works  his  fancy  raife; 
And  there 's  fome  fkill  in  knowing  nvhat  to  praife. 

*  A  well-known  political  paper  by  De  Foe ;  in  which  Mr.  God- 
dard's  Sermon  was  immoderately  commended.  See  a  long 
account  of  this  writer,  and  of  Ridpath  and  Tutchin  his  aflbciates, 
in  the  '<  Supplement  to  Swift."     N. 
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DR.     THOMAS      SPRAT, 

BISHOP    OF   ROCHESTER, 


VOL.  XXVI. 


T    O 

THE    REVEREND     DR.   WILKINS, 

WARDEN    OF    WADHAM    COLLEGE    IN    OXFORD. 

S  1  R, 
Q  E  E I N  G  you  are  plcafed  to  think  fit  that  thefe 
papers  (liould  come  into  the  publick,  which 
were  at  firft  defigned  to  live  only  in  a  defk,  or  fome 
private  friend's  hands ;  I  humbly  take  the  bold- 
nefs  to  commit  them  to  the  fecurity  which  your 
name  and  proteftion  will  give  them  with  the  moil 
knowing  part  of  the  world.  There  are  two  things 
efpeclally  in  which  they  ftand  in  need  of  your 
defence :  one  is,  that  they  fall  fo  infinitely  below 
the  full  and  lofty  genius  of  that  excellent  poet,  who 
made  this  way  of  writing  free  of  our  nation :  the 
other,  that  they  are  fo  little  proportioned  and  equal 
to  the  renown  of  that  prince  on  whom  they  were 
written.  Such  great  adlions  and  lives  dcferving 
rather  to  be  the  fubjefls  of  the  nobleft  pens  and 
divine  fancies,  than  of  fuch  fmall  beginners  and 
weak  c{ra)'crs  in  poetry  as  myfelf.  Agalnll  thefe 
dangerous  prejudices,  there  remains  no  other  Ihield, 
than  the  univerfal  efteem  and  authority  which  your 
judgment  and  approbation  carries  with  it.  The 
right  you  have  to  them.  Sir,  is  not  only  on  the 
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account  of  the  relation  you  had  to  this  great  per- 
fon,  nor  of  the  general  favour  which  all  arts  receive 
from  you ;  but  more  particularly  by  reafon  of  that 
obligation  and  zeal  with  which  I  am  bound  to  de- 
dicate myfelf  to  your  fervice :  for  having  been  a 
long  time  the  objeft  of  your  care  and  indulgence 
towards  the  advantage  of  my  ftudies  and  fortune, 
having  been  moulded  as  it  were  by  your  own 
hands,  and  formed  under  your  government,  not  to 
entitle  you  to  any  thing  which  my  meannefs  pro- 
duces, would  not  only  be  injuftice,  but  facrilege : 
fo  that  if  there  be  any  thing  here  tolerably  faid, 
which  deferves  pardon,  it  is  yours.  Sir,  as  well  as 
he,  who  is. 

Your  moft  devoted, 

and  obliged  fervant, 

THO.    SPRAT. 
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BISHOP        SPRAT. 


TO-     THE 
HAPPY     MEMORY     OF     THE     LATE 

LORD       PROTECTOR. 

I. 

jnpiS  true,  great  name,  thou  art  fecure 

-*■     From  the  forgetfulncfs  and  rage 
Of  death,  or  envy,  or  devouring  age; 
Thou  canft  the  force  and  teeth  of  time  endure : 
Thy  fame,  like  men,  the  elder  it  doth  grow. 

Will  of  itfelf  turn  whiter  too. 

Without  what  needlefs  art  can  do ; 
Will  live  beyond  thy  breath,  beyond  thy  hearfe. 
Though  it  were  never  heard  or  fung  in  verfe. 

Wijthout  our  help  thy  memory  is  fafe; 

They  only  want  an  epitaph. 

That  do  remain  alone 

Alive  in  an  infcription, 
Remember 'd  only  on  the  brafs,  or  marble -ftone. 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  what  we  can  do : 

All  our  rofes  and  perfumes 

Will  but  officious  folly  fnow. 

And  pious  nothings  to  fuch  mighty  tombs. 

All  our  incenfe,  gums  and  balm. 

Are  but  unnecefTary  duties  here : 

The  poets  may  their  fpices  fpare. 
Their  coftly  numbers,  and  their  tuneful  feet : 
That  need  not  be  embalm'd,  which  of  itfelf  is  fweet. 

11. 
We  know  to  praife  thee  is  a  dangerous  proof 

Of  our  obedience  and  our  love : 

For  when  the  fun  and  fire  meet. 

The  one's  extinguifli'd  quite: 
And  yet  the  other  never  is  more  bright. 

So  they  that  write  of  thee,  and  join 

Their  feeble  names  with  thine; 
Their  weaker  fparks  with  thy  illuilrious  light. 

Will  lofe  themfelves  in  that  ambitious  thought; 

And  yet  no  fame  to  thee  from  hence  be  brought. 

We  know,  blefs'd  fpirit,  thy  mighty  name 

'Wants  no  addition  of  another's  beam ; 

It's  for  our  pens  too  high,  mid  full  of  theme  : 
The  Mufes  are  made  great  by  thee,  not  thou  by  them. 

Thy  fame's  eternal  lamp  will  live. 

And  in  thy  facred  urn  furvive, 
Without  tiie  food  of  oil,  which  we  can  give. 
'Tis  true;  but  yet  our  duty  calls  our  fongs; 

Duty  commands  our  tongues: 

Though  thou  v/ant  not  our  praifes,  we 

Are  not  excus'd  for  what  we  owe  to  thee; 
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For  fo  men  from  religion  arc  not  freed. 
But  from  the  altars  clouds  muit  rife. 
Though  heaven  itfelf  doth  nothing  need. 

And  though  the  gods  don't  want  an  earthly  facrlfice. 

III. 
Great  life  of  wonders,  whofe  each  year 

Full  of  new  miracles  did  appear  ! 

Whofe  every  month  might  be 

Alone  a  chronicle,  or  hillory  ! 

Others  great  aftions  are 

Eut  thinly  fcatter'd  here  and  there; 

At  bell,  but  all  one  fxngle  liar; 

But  thine  the  milky-way. 
All  one  continued  light,  of  undiflinguifli'd  day; 
They  throng'd  fo  clofe,  that  nought  elfe  could  be  feen. 

Scarce  any  common  fky  did  come  between: 

What  fliall  I  fay,   or  where  begin  ? 
Thou  may'il  in  double  fliapes  be  fliown 
Or  in  thy  arms,  or  in  thy  gown; 
Like  Jove,  fometimes  v/ith  warlike  thunder,  and 
Sometimes  with  peaceful  fceptre  in  his  hand ; 

Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  throne. 
In  what  thy  head,  or  what  thy  arm  hath  done. 

All  that  thou  didll  was  fo  refin'd. 

So  full  of  fubflance,  and  fo  ftrongly  join'd. 

So  pure,  fo  weighty  gold. 

That  the  lead  grain  of  it. 

If  fully  fpread  and  beat. 
Would  many  leaves  and  mighty  volumes  hold, 
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IV. 

-Before  thy  name  was  publi(h'd,  and  whilft  yet 

Thou  only  to  thyfelf  vvert  great, 

Whilil  yet  the  happy  bud 

Was  not  quite  feen  or  underftood. 
It  then  furc  figns  of  future  greatnefs  fhew'd  : 

Then  tliy  domellic  worth 

Did  tell  the  world  what  it  would  be. 

When  it  fhould  fit  occaiion  fee. 
When  a  full  fpring  fhould  call  it  forth : 
As  bodies  in  the  dark  and  night 
Have  the  fame  colours,  the  fame  red  and  white. 

As  in  the  open  day  and  light ; 

The  fun  doth  only  fliew 
That  they  are  bright,  not  make  them  fo. 
So  whilft  but  private  walls  did  know 
What  we  to  fuch  a  mighty  mind  fhould  owe. 

Then  the  fame  virtues  did  appear. 
Though  in  a  lefs  and  more  contrafted  fphere. 
As  full,  though  not  as  large  as  fmce  they  were  : 

And  like  great  rivers'  fountains,  though 

At  firfl:  fo  deep  thou  didfi:  not  go : 
Though  then  thine  was  not  fo  enlarg'd  a  flood; 
Yet  when  'twas  little,  'twas  as  clear,  as  good. 

V. 

'Tis  true  thou  was  not  born  unto  a  crown. 
Thy  fceptre's  not  thy  father's,  but  thy  own: 
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Thy  purple  was  not  made  at  once  in  hade. 

But  after  many  other  colours  paft. 

It  took  the  deepefl:  princely  dye  at  lafl. 

Thou  didft  begin  with  lefler  cares. 

And  private  thoughts  took  up  thy  private  years : 

Thofe  hands  which  were  ordain'd  by  fates 

To  change  the  world  and  alter  ftates, 

PraSis'd  at  firll  that  vail  defign 
On  meaner  things  with  equal  mien. 
That  foul  which  fhould  fo  many  fceptres  fway. 
To  whom  fo  many  kingdoms  fhould  obey, 
Lcarn'd  firft  to  rule  in  a  domeftic  way ; 
So  government  itfelf  began 

From  family,  and  fingle  man. 
Was  by  the  fmall  relation  firft 

Of  huiband  and  of  father  nurs'd. 
And  from  thofe  lefs  beginnings  paft. 
To  fpread  itfelf  o'er  all  the  world  at  laft. 

VI. 
But  when  thy  country  (then  almoft  enthrall'd) 
TJiy  virtue  and  thy  courage  call'd ; 

When  England  did  thy  arms  entreat. 
And  't  had  been  fin  in  thee  not  to  be  great : 

When  every  ftream,  and  every  flood. 
Was  a  true  vein  of  earth,  and  run  with  blood: 

When  unus'd  arms,  and  unknown  war, 

Fill'd  every  place,  and  every  ear  ; 
When  the  great  ftorms  and  difmal  night 

Did  all  the  land  affright ; 
'  Twas  time  for  thee  to  bring  forth  all  our  light. 
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Thou  left'ft  thy  more  delightful  peace. 

Thy  private  life  and  better  eafe  ; 
Then  down  thy  fteel  and  armour  took, 
Wifhing  that  it  Itill  hung  upon  the  hook  : 
When  death  had  got  a  large  commiffion  out. 
Throwing  the  arrows  and  her  fting  about ; 
Then  thou  (as  once  the  healing  ferpent  rofe) 

Waft  lifted  up,  not  for  thyfelf  but  us. 

VII. 

Thy  country  wounded  was,  and  fick,  before 

Thy  wars  and  arms  did  her  reftore : 

Thou  knew'ft  where  the  difeafe  did  lie. 

And  like  the  cure  of  fympathy. 

The  ftrong  and  certain  remedy 

Unto  the  weapon  did  ft  apply  ; 
Thou  didft  not  draw  the  fword,  and  fo 

Away  the  fcabbard  throw. 

As  if  thy  country  fhou'd 

Be  the  inheritance  of  Mars  and  blood  : 
But  that,  when  the  great  work  was  fpun. 

War  in  itfelf  Ihould  be  undone : 
That  peace  might  land  again  upon  the  fhore. 

Richer  and  better  than  before  : 

The  huftjandmen  no  fteel  fhall  know. 

None  but  the  ufeful  iron  of  the  plow  ; 

That  bays  might  creep  on  every  fpear : 

And  though  our  fky  was  overfpread 

With  a  deftrudive  red, 
'Twas  but  till  thou  our  (m  didft  in  full  light  appear. 
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VIII. 
When  Ajax  dy'd,  the  purple  blood. 

That  from  liis  gaping  wound  had  flow'd, 
Turn'd  into  letter,  every  leaf 
Had  on  it  wrote  his  epitaph : 
So  from  that  crimfon  flood. 
Which  thou  by  fate  of  times  wert  led 

Unwillingly  to  ihcd. 
Letters  and  learning  rofe,  and  arts  renew'd  : 
Thou  fought'ft,  not  out  of  envy,  hope,  or  hate. 
But  to  refine  the  church  and  ftate ; 
And  like  the  Romans,  whate'er  thou 
In  the  field  of  Mars  didll  mow. 
Was,  that  a  holy  ifland  hence  might  grow. 
Thy  wars,  as  rivers  raifed  by  a  (hower. 
Which  welcome  clouds  do  pour. 
Though  they  at  firit  may  feem 
To  carry  all  away  with  an  enraged  ftream ; 
Yet  did  not  happen  that  they  might  deftroy. 
Or  the  better  parts  annoy  : 
But  all  the  filth  and  mud  to  fcour. 
And  leave  behind  another  flime. 
To  give  a  birth  to  a  more  happy  power. 

IX. 

In  fields  unconquer'd,  and  fo  well 

Thou  didft  in  battles  and  in  arms  excel  j 
That  fteely  arms  themfelves  might  be 
Worn  out  in  war  as  foon  as  thee  ; 

Succefs  fo  clofe  upon  thy  troops  did  v/ait. 

As  if  thou  firlt  hadfl  concjuer'd  fate  ; 


220  S  P  R  A  T's     P  0  E  M  S. 

As  if  uncertain  vidory 

Had  been  firft  o'ercome  by  thee ; 
As  if  her  wings  were  dipt,  and  could  not  flee, 

Whilft  thou  didft  only  ferve. 
Before  thou  hadft  what  lirft  thou  didft  deferve, 

Otliers  by  thee  did  great  things  do, 
Triumph'dft  thyfelf,  and  mad'ft  them  triumph  too ; 

Though  they  above  thee  did  appear. 
As  yet  in  a  more  large  and  higher  fphere : 
Thou,  the  great  Sun,  gav'ft  light  to  every  ftar : 

Thyfelf  an  army  wert  alone. 

And  mighty  troops  contain 'd  in  one. 
Thy  only  fword  did  guard  the  land. 
Like  that  which,  flaming  in  the  angel's  hand. 

From  men  God's  garden  did  defend ; 

But  yet  thy  fword  did  more  than  his. 
Not  only  guarded,  but  did  make  this  land  a  paradife.. 

X. 

Thou  fought'it  not  to  be  high  or  great. 

Nor  for  a  fceptre  or  a  crown. 

Or  ermin,  purple,  or  the  throne ; 
But  as  the  veftal  heat. 
Thy  fire  was  kindled  from  above  alone : 

Religion  putting  on  thy  fliield 

Brought  thee  viftorious  to  the  field. 
Thy  arms,  like  thofe  which  ancient  heroes  wore. 

Were  given  by  the  God  thou  didft  adore : 

And  all  the  fvvords  thy  armies  had. 

Were  on  an  heavenly  anvil  made ; 
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Not  intereft,  or  any  weak  defire 
Of  rule  or  empire,  did  thy  mind  infpire : 
Thy  valour  like  the  holy  fire. 
Which  did  before  the  Perfian  armies  go, 
Liv'd  in  the  camp,  and  yet  was  facred  too: 

Thy  mighty  fword  anticipates 
What  was  deferv'd  by  heaven  and  thofe  blefl:  feats. 
And  makes  the  church  triumphant  here  below. 

XI. 

Though  fortune  did  hang  on  thy  fword. 
And  did  obey  thy  mighty  word ; 
Though  fortune,  for  thy  fide  and  thee. 
Forgot  her  lov'd  inconftancy : 

Amidft  thy  arms  and  trophies  thou 

Were  valiant  and  gentle  too ; 

Wound'it  thyfelf,  when  thou  didft  kill  thy  foe. 
Like  fleel,  when  it  much  work  has  paft. 
That  which  was  rough  does  fhine  at  laft. 
Thy  arms  by  being  oftener  us'd  did  fmoother  grow. 

Nor  did  thy  battles  make  thee  proud  or  high. 
Thy  conqueft  rais'd  the  ftate,  not  thee  : 
Thou  overcam'ft  thyfelf  in  every  viftory. 
As  vvhen  the  fun  in  a  direfter  line 
Upon  a  polifli'd  golden  (hield  doth  fhine. 

The  fhield  reflefts  unto  the  fun  again  his  lisht : 

So  when  the  heavens  fmil'd  on  thee  in  fight; 
When  thy  propitious  God  had  lent 
Succefs  and  viftory  to  thy  tent; 

To  heaven  again  the  vidory  was  fent. 
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XII. 
England,  till  thou  didil  come, 
Confin'd  her  valour  home  ; 
Then  our  own  rocks  did  ftand 
Bounds  to  our  fame  as  well  as  land. 
And  were  to  us  as  well 
As  to  our  enemies  unpaflable  : 
We  were  afham'd  at  what  we  read. 
And  blufli'd  at  what  our  fathers  did, 
Becaufe  we  came  fo  far  behind  the  dead. 
The  Brltifli  lion  hung  his  mane,  and  droop 'd. 
To  flavery  and  burden  ftoop'd. 
With  a  degenerate  fleep  and  fear 
Lay  in  his  den,  and  languifli'd  there  ; 

At  whofe  leall  voice  before, 
A  trembling  echo  ran  through  every  fliore. 

And  fhook  the  world  at  every  roar : 
Thou  his  fubdued  courage  didft  reftore. 
Sharpen  his  claws,  and  from  his  eyes 
Mad'ft  the  fame  dreadful  lightning  rife  ; 
Mad' II  him  again  affright  the  neighbouring  floods. 
His  mighty  thunder  founds  through  all  the  woods : 
Thou  haft  our  military  flime  redeem'd. 
Which  was  loft,  or  clouded  feem'd : 
Nay,  more,  heaven  did  by  thee  beftow 
On  us,  at  once  an  iron  age  and  happy  too. 

XIII. 
Till  thou  command'ft,  that  azure  chain  of  waves. 
Which  nature  round  about  us  fent. 
Made  us  to  every  pirate  flaves, 
y/as  rather  burden  than  an  ornament; 
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Thofe  fields  of  fca,  that  wafh'd  our  Acres, 
Were  plow'd  and  reap'd  by  other  hands  than  ours : 
To  us  the  liquid  mafs. 
Which  doth  about  us  run. 
As  it  is  to  the  fun. 
Only  a  bed  to  fleep  on  was : 
And  not  as  now  a  powerful  throne. 
To  fhake  and  fway  the  world  thereon. 
Our  princes  In  their  hand  a  globe  did  Ihew, 
But  not  a  perfedl  one, 
Compos'd  of  earih  and  water  too. 
But  thy  commands  the  floods  obey'd. 
Thou  all  the  wUdernefs  of  water  fway'd: 
Thou  didft  not  only  wed  the  fea. 
Not  make  her  equal,  but  a  flave  to  thee. 
Neptune  himfelf  did  bear  thy  yoke, 
Stoop'd,  and  trembled  at  thy  llroke: 
He  that  ruled  all  the  main, 
Acknowledg'd  thee  his  fovereign  : 
And  now  the  conquer'd  fea  doth  pay 
More  tribute  to  thy  Thames  than  that  unto  the  fea. 

XIV. 
Till  now  our  valour  did  ourfelves  more  hurt ; 
Our  wounds  to  other  nations  were  a  fport; 
And  as  the  earth,  our  land  pruduc'd 
Iron  and  Heel,  which  fhould  to  tear  ourfelves  be  us'd: 
Our  ftrcngth  within  itfelf  did  break. 
Like  thundering  cannons  crack, 
And  kill'd  thofe  that  were  near. 
While  th' enemies  fccurs  and  untouch'd  were. 
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But  now  our  trumpets  thou  haft  made  to  found 

Agamft  their  enemies  walls  in  foreign  ground  j 
And  yet  no  echo  back  to  us  returning  found. 

England  is  now  the  happy  peaceful  ifle. 
And  all  the  world  the  while 

Is  exercifmg  arms  and  wars 

With  foreign  or  inteftine  jars. 
The  torch  extinguifh'd  here,  we  lent  to  others  oil. 

We  give  to  all,  yet  know  ourfelves  no  fear ; 

We  reach  the  flame  of  ruin  and  of  death. 

Where'er  we  pleafe  our  fwords  t'unfheath, 
Whilft  we  in  calm  and  temperate  regions  breathe : 

Like  to  the  fun,  whofe  heat  is  hurl'd 
Through  every  corner  of  the  world ; 
Whofe  flame  through  all  the  air  doth  go. 
And  yet  the  fun  himfelf  the  while  no  fire  does  know» 

XV. 

Befides,  the  glories  of  thy  peace 

Are  not  in  number  nor  in  value  lefs. 

Thy  hand  did  cure,  and  clofe  the  fears 

Of  our  bloody  civil  wars  ; 
Not  only  lanc'd  but  heal'd  the  wound. 

Made  us  again  as  healthy  and  as  found : 

When  now  the  fliip  was  well  nigh  loft. 
After  the  ftorm  upon  the  coaft. 

By  its  mariners  endanger'd  moft  ; 

When  they  their  ropes  and  helms  had  left. 

When  the  planks  afunder  cleft. 
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And  floods  came  roaring  in  with  mighty  found. 
Thou  a  fafe  land  and  harbour  for  us  found, 
Andfavcdll  thofe  that  would  themfclves  havedrown'd; 
A  work  which  none  but  heaven  and  thou  could  do. 
Thou  mad'ft  us  happy  whether  we  would  or  no : 
Thy  judgment,  mercy,  temperance  fo  great. 
As  if  thofe  virtues  only  in  thy  mind  had  feat : 
Thy  piety  not  only  in  the  field,  but  peace. 
When  heaven  feem'd  to  be  wanted  leail ; 
Thy  temples  not  like  Janus  only  were 

Open  in  time  of  war. 
When  thou  hadll  greater  caufe  to  fear : 
Religion  and  the  awe  of  heaven  poffeft 
All  places  and  all  times  alike  thy  breaft. 

XVI. 

Nor  didft  thou  only  for  thy  age  provide. 
But  for  the  years  to  come  befide ; 
Our  after-times  and  late  poilerity 

Shall  pay  unto  thy  fame  as  much  as  we ; 
They  too  are  made  by  thee. 
When  fate  did  call  thee  to  a  higher  throne. 
And  when  thy  mortal  work  was  done. 
When  heaven  did  fay  it,  and  thou  muft  be  gone. 

Thou  him  to  bear  thy  burden  chofe. 
Who  might  (if  any  could)  make  us  forget  thy  lofs  ; 
Nor  hadll  thou  him  defign'd. 
Had  he  not  been 

Not  only  to  thy  blood,  but  virtue  kin. 
Not  only  heir  unto  thy  throne,  but  mind: 

VOL.  XXVI.  (^ 
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'Tis  he  fhall  perfeft  all  thy  cares. 

And  vvitli  a  finer  thread  weave  out  thy  loom: 

So  one  did  bring  the  chofen  people  from 

Their  flavery  and  fears. 
Led  them  through  their  pathlefs  road  ; 
Guided  himfelf  by  God, 
K'as  brought  them  to  the  borders;  but  a  fecond  hand 
Did  fettle  and  fecure  them  in  the  promis'd  land. 


TO    A   PERSON    OF    HONOUR 

(MR.    EDWARD    HOWARD), 

UPON    HIS 

INCOMPARABLE,     INCOMPREHENSIBLE     POEM, 

INTITULED 

"THE     BRITISH     PRINCE  S." 

•youR  book  our  old  knight-errants  fame  revives. 

Writ  in  a  ftyle  agreeing  with  their  lives. 
All  rumours  ftrength  their  prowefs  did  out-go. 
All  rumours  fkill  your  verfes  far  out-do : 
To  praifc  the  Welfh  the  world  muft  now  combine. 
Since  to  their  leeks  you  do  your  laurel  join: 
Such  lofty  ftrains  your  country's  ftory  fit, 
Whofe  mountain  nothing  equals  but  your  wit. 
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Eonduca,  were  (he  fuch  as  here  we  fee 
(In  Bricifh  paint),  none  could  more  dreadful  be: 
With  naked  armies  fhe  encounter'd  Rome, 
Whofe  ftrength  with  naked  nature  you  o'ercome. 
Nor  let  fmall  critics  blame  this  mighty  queen. 
That  in  king  Arthur's  time  fhe  here  is  feen : 
You  that  can  make  immortal  by  your  fong. 
May  well  one  life  four  hundred  years  prolong. 
Thus  Virgil  bravely  dar'd  for  Dido's  love. 
The  fettled  courfe  of  time  and  years  to  move. 
Though  him  you  imitate  in  this  alone. 
In  all  things  elfe  you  borrow  help  from  none : 
No  antique  tale  of  Greece  or  Rome  you  take. 
Their  fables  and  examples  you  forfake. 
With  true  heroic  glory  you  difplay 
A  fubjefl  new,  writ  in  the  neweft  way. 

Go  forth,  great  author,  for  the  world's  delight; 
Teach  it,  what  none  e'er  taught  you,  how  to  write  ', 
They  talk  ftrange  things  that  ancient  poets  did. 
How  trees  and  ftones  they  into  buildings  lead: 
For  poems  to  raife  cities,  now,  'tis  hard. 
But  yours,  at  leaft,  will  build  half  Paul's  churchyard. 


<?.- 
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O  N 

HIS    MISTRESS    DROWN' D. 

nwEET  flream,  that  doll  with  equal  pace 
Both  thyfelf  fly  and  thyfclf  chace. 
Forbear  awhile  to  flow. 
And  lillen  to  my  woe. 

Then  go  and  tell  the  fea  that  all  its  brine 

Is  frefli,  compar'd  to  mine  : 
Inform  it  that  the  gentler  dame. 
Who  was  the  life  of  all  my  flame, 

I' th' glory  of  her  bad 

Has  pafs'd  the  fatal  flood. 
Death  by  this  only  fl;roke  triumphs  above 

The  greatefl:  power  of  love : 

Alas,  alas !   I  mufl:  give  o'er. 
My  fighs  will  let  me  add  no  more. 

Go  on,  fvveet  fl:ream,  and  henceforth  refl 
No  more  than  does  my  troubled  breaft ; 
And  if  my  fad  complaints  have  made  thee  flay, 
Thefe  tears,  thefe  tears,  fiiall  mend  thy  way. 


[       229      ] 


THE 

PLAGUE     OF      ATHENS, 

WHICH     HAPPENED 

IN      THE     SECOND      YEAR     OF     THE     PELO- 
PONNESI  AN     WAR  : 

FIRST    DESCRIBED   IN    GREEK    BY   THUCYDIDESJ 
THEN    IN    LATIN    BV    LUCRETIUS. 


T  O 
M  Y   WO  RTHY    AND    LEARNED    FRIEND, 

DR.        WALTER        POPE, 

LATE    PROCTOR   OF     THE    UNIVERSITY   OF 
OXFORD. 

SI  R, 

T  KNOW  not  what  pleafure  you  could  take  in  be- 
llowing your  commands  fo  unprofitably,  unlefs  it 
be  that  for  which  nature  fometimes  cherifhes  and 
allows  monfters,  the  love  of  variety.  This  only 
delight  you  will  receive  by  turning  over  this  rude 
and  unpolilhed  copy>  and  comparing  it  with  my 
excellent  patterns,  the  Greek  and  Latin.  By  this 
you  will  fee  how  much  a  noble  fubjedl  is  changed 
and  disfigured  by  an  ill  hand,  and  what  reafon 
Alexander  had  to  forbid  his  pidure  to  be  drawn 
Q.3 
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but  by  fome  celebrated  pencil.  In  Greek,  Thu- 
cydides  fo  well  and  fo  livelily  exprefles  it,  that  I 
know  not  which  is  more  a  poem,  his  defcription 
or  that  of  Lucretius.  Though  it  mull  be  faid, 
th^at  the  hiitorian  had  a  vaft  advantage  over  the 
poet ;  he,  having  been  prefent  on  the  place,  and 
aflaulted  by  the  difeafe  himfelf,  had  the  horror 
familiar  to  his  eyes,  and  all  the  Ihapes  of  the 
mifery  flill  remaining  on  his  mind,  which  mull 
needs  make  a  great  impreffion  on  his  pen  and 
fancy ;  whereas  the  poet  was  forced  to  follow  his 
footfteps,  and  only  work  on  that  matter  he  allowed 
him.  This  I  fpeak,  becaufe  it  may  in  fome  mea- 
fure  too  excufe  my  own  defefts :  for  being  fo  far 
removed  from  the  place  whereon  the  difeafe  aSed 
his  tragedy,  and  time  having  denied  us  many  of 
the  circumilances,  cuftoms  of  the  country,  and 
other  fmall  things  which  would  be  of  great  ufc  to 
any  one  who  did  intend  to  be  perfedl  on  the  fubjecl ; 
befides  only  writing  by  an  idea  of  that  which  1 
never  yet  favv,  nor  care  to  feel  (being  not  of  the 
bumour  of  the  painter  in  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  who 
thrufi;  himfelf  into  the  midft  of  a  fight,  that  he 
might  the  better  delineate  it) .  Having,  I  fay,  all 
thefe  difadvantages,  and  many  more  for  which  I 
muilonly  blame  myfelf,  it  cannot  be  expefled  that 
I  fhould  come  near  equaling  him,  in  whom  none 
of  the  contrary  advantages  were  wanting.  Thus 
then.  Sir,  by  emboldening  me  to  this  ra{h  attempt, 
you  have  given  opportunity  to  the  Greek  and 
I 
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Latin  to  triumph  over  our  mother-tongue.  Yet  I 
would  not  have  the  honour  of  the  countries  or  lan- 
guages engaged  in  the  comparifon,  but  that  the 
inequality  fhould  reach  no  farther  than  the  authors. 
But  I  have  much  reafon  to  fear  the  juft  indignation 
of  that  excellent  perfon  (the  prefent  ornament  and 
honour  of  our  nation)  whofe  way  of  writing  I 
imitate  :  for  he  may  think  himfelf  as  much  injured 
by  my  following  him,  as  were  the  heavens  by  that 
bold  man's  counterfeiting  the  facred  and  un- 
imitable  noife  of  thunder,  by  the  found  of  brafs 
and  horfes  hoofs.  I  fhall  only  fay  for  myfelf,  that 
I  took  Cicero's  advice,  who  bids  us,  in  imitation, 
propofe  the  noblefl:  pattern  to  our  thoughts ;  for 
fo  we  may  be  fure  to  be  raifcd  above  the  common 
level,  though  we  come  infinitely  fliort  of  what  we 
aim  at.  Yet  I  hope  that  renowned  poet  will  have 
none  of  my  crimes  any  way  refleft  on  himfelf; 
for  it  was  not  any  fault  in  the  excellent  mufician, 
that  the  weak  bird,  endeavouring  by  ftraining  its 
throat  to  follow  his  notes,  deftroyed  itfelf  in  the 
attempt.  Well,  Sir,  by  this,  that  I  have  chofen 
rather  to  expofe  myfelf  than  to  be  difobedient, 
you  may  guefs  with  what  zeal  and  hazard  I  ftrive 
to  approve  myfelf,  / 

S  IR, 

Your  moll  humble  and 
afFedionate  fervant, 

THO.    SPRAT. 
0.4 
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THUCYDIDES,    Lib.  II. 

AS     IT     IS    EXCELLENTLY    TRANSLATED     BY 
MR.    H  O  B  B  E  S  . 

T  N  the  very  beginning  of  fummer,  the  Pelopon- 
nefians,  and  their  confederates,  with  two-thirds 
of  their  forces,  as  before,  invaded  Attica,  under  the 
condu£l  of  Archidamus,  the  fon  of  Zeuxidamas, 
king  of  Lacedsmon  :  and  after  they  had  encamped 
themfelves,  wafted  the  country  about  them. 

They  had  not  been  many  days  in  Attica,  when 
the  plague  firft  began  amongft  the  Athenians,  faid 
alfo  to  have  feized  formerly  on  divers  other  parts,  as 
about  Lem.nos,  and  elfewhere ;  but  fo  great  a  plague, 
and  mortality  of  men,  was  never  remembered  to 
have  happened  in  any  place  before.  For  at  firll 
neither  were  the  phyficians  able  to  cure  it,  through 
ignorance  of  what  it  was,  but  died  fafteft  themfelves, 
as  being  the  m.en  that  moll  approached  the  fick, 
nor  any  other  art  of  man  availed  whatfoever.  All 
fupplications  to  the  gods,  and  enquiries  of  oracles, 
and  whatfoever  other  means  they  ufed  of  that  kind, 
proved  all  unprofitable,  infomuch  as,  fubdued  with 
the  greatnefs  of  the  evil,  they  gave  them  all  over. 
It  began  (by  report)  firft  in  that  part  of  Ethiopia 
that  lieth  upon  ALgypt,  and  thence  fell  down  into 
^gypt  and  Africk,  and  into  the  greateft  part  of  the 
territories  of  the  king.  It  invaded  Athens  on  a 
fudden,  and  touched  firfi:  upon  thofe  that  dwelt  in 
Pyra;us,  infomuch  as  they  reported  that  the  Pelo- 
ponnefians  had  call  poifon  into  their  wells;  for 
fprlngs  there  were  not  any  in  that  place.    But  after- 


S  P  R  AT's     P  O  E  M  S.  233 

wards  It  came  up  into  the  high  city,  and  then  they 
died  a  great  deal  fafter.  Now  let  every  man, 
phyfician  or  other,  concerning  the  ground  of  this 
ficknefs,  whence  it  fprung,  and  what  caufes  he 
thinks  able  to  produce  fo  great  an  alteration,  fpeak 
according  to  his  own  knowledge ;  for  my  own  part, 
I  will  deliver  but  the  manner  of  it,  and  lay  open 
only  fuch  things  as  one  may  take  his  mark  by  to 
difcover  the  fame  if  it  come  again,  having  been 
both  fick  of  it  myfelf,  and  feen  others  fick  of  the 
ilime.  This  year,  by  confeflion  of  all  men,  was  of 
all  other,  for  other  difeafes,  moll:  free  and  health- 
ful. If  any  man  were  fick  before,  his  difeafe  turned 
to  this;  if  not,  yet  fuddenly,  without  any  apparent 
caufe  preceding,  and  being  in  perfecl  health,  they 
were  taken  firft  with  an  extreme  ache  in  their  headsj 
rednefs  and  inflammation  in  the  eyes;  and  then 
inwardly  their  throats  and  tongues  grew  prefently 
bloody,  and  their  breath  noifome  and  unfavoury. 
Upon  this  followed  a  fneezing  and  hoarfenefs,  and 
not  long  after,  the  pain,  together  with  a  mighty 
cough,  came  down  into  the  breaft.  And  when  once 
it  was  fettled  in  the  ftomach,  it  caufed  vomit,  and 
with  great  torment  came  up  all  manner  of  bilious 
purgation  that  phylicians  ever  named.  Moil  of 
them  had  alfo  the  hickyexe,  which  brought  with  it  a 
ftrong  convulfion,  and  in  fome  ceafed  quickly,  but 
in  others  was  long  before  it  gave  over.  Their  bodies 
outwardly  to  the  touch  were  neither  very  hot  nor 
pale,  but  reddilh,  livid,  and  beflowered  witli  little 
pimples  and  whelks;  bat  fo  burned  inwardly,  as 
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not  to  endure  any  the  lighteft  deaths  or  linen  gar- 
ment to  be  upon  them,  nor  any  thing  but  mere 
nakednefs,  but  rather  moft  willingly  to  have  cafl 
themfelves  into  the  cold  water.  And  many  of  them 
that  were  not  looked  to,  pofleffed  with  infatiate 
thirft,  ran  unto  the  wells;  and  to  drink  much  or 
little  was  indifferent,  being  ftill  from  eafe  and  power 
to  fleep  as  far  as  ever. 

As  long  as  the  difeafe  was  at  the  height,  their 
bodies  wafted  not,  but  refilled  the  torment  beyond 
all  expedlation,  infomuch  as  the  moft  of  them  either 
died  of  their  inward  burning  in  nine  or  feven  days, 
whilft  they  had  yet  ftrength ;  or  if  they  efcaped 
that,  then,  the  difeafe  falling  down  in  their  bellies, 
and  caufing  there  great  exulcerations  and  immo- 
derate loofenefs,  they  died  many  of  them  afterwards 
through  weaknefs :  for  the  difeafe  (which  firft  took 
the  head)  began  above,  and  came  down,  and  paffed 
through  the  whole  body  :  and  he  that  overcame  the 
worft  of  it  was  yet  marked  with  the  lofs  of  his  ex- 
treme parts ;  for,  breaking  out  both  at  their  privy 
members,  and  at  their  fingers  and  toes,  many  with 
the  lofs  of  thefe  efcaped.  There  were  alfo  fome 
that  loft  their  eyes,  and  many  that  prefently  upon 
their  recovery  were  taken  with  fuch  an  oblivion  of 
all  things  whatfoever,  as  they  neither  knew  them- 
felves nor  their  acquaintance.  For  this  was  a  kind 
of  ficknefs  which  far  furmounted  all  expreflion  of 
words,  and  both  exceeded  human  nature  in  the 
cruelty  wherewith  it  handled  each  one,  and  appeared 
alfo  otherwife  to  be  none  of  thofe  difeafes  that  are 
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bred  among  us,  and  that  efpecially  by  this :  for  all, 
both  birds  and  beafls,  that  ufe  to  feed  on  human 
flelh,  though  many  men  lay  abroad  unburied,  either 
came  not  at  them,  or  tailing,  perifhed.  An  argu- 
ment whereof,  as  touching  the  birds,  was  the  mani- 
feil:  defeifl  of  fuch  fowl,  which  were  not  then  feen, 
either  about  the  carcafes,  or  any  where  elfe ;  but 
by  the  dogs,  becaufe  they  arc  familiar  with  men, 
this  effeft  was  feen  much  clearer.  So  that  this  dif- 
eafe  (to  pafs  over  many  ftrange  particulars  of  the 
accidents  that  fome  had  differently  from  others)  was 
in  general  fuch  as  I  have  fhewn;  and  for  other 
ufual  fickneffes  at  that  time,  no  man  was  troubled 
with  any.  Nov/  they  died,  fome  for  want  of  at- 
tendance, and  fome  again  v/ith  all  the  care  and 
phyfic  that  could  be  ufed.  Nor  was  there  any,  to 
fay,  certain  medicine,  that  applied  muft  have  helped 
them;  for  if  it  did  good  to  one,  it  did  harm  to 
another ;  nor  any  difference  of  body  for  ftrength  or 
weaknefs  that  was  able  to  refill:  it ;  but  carried  all 
away,  what  phyfic  foever  was  adminiftered.  But  the 
greateft  mifery  of  all  was,  the  defedlion  of  mind, 
in  fuch  as  found  themfelves  beginning  to  be  ficlc 
(for  they  grew  prefcntly  defperate,  and  gave  them- 
felves over  without  making  any  refiflance) ;  as  alfo 
their  dying  thus  like  fheep,  infefted  by  mutual 
vifitation  :  for  if  men  forbore  to  vifit  them  for  fear, 
then  they  died  forlorn,  whereby  many  families  be- 
came empty,  for  want  of  fuch  as  fliould  take  care 
of  them.  If  they  forbore  not,  then  they  died  them- 
felves, and  principally  the  honefteft  men :  for  out 
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of  ftiame  they  would  not  fpare  themfelves,  but  went 
in  unto  their  friends,  efpecially  after  it  was  come  to 
that  pafs,  that  even  their  domeflics,  wearied  with 
the  lamentations  of  them  that  died,  and  overcome 
with  the  greatnefs  of  the  calamity,  were  no  longer 
moved  therewith.  But  thofe  that  were  recovered, 
had  much  compaflion  both  on  them  that  died,  and 
on  them  that  lay  fick,  as  having  both  known  the 
mifery  themfelves,  and  now  no  more  fubjedl  to  the 
like  danger ;  for  this  difeafe  never  took  a  man  the 
fecond  time  fo  as  to  be  mortal.  And  thefe  men  were 
both  by  others  counted  happy ;  and  they  alfo  them- 
felves, through  excefs  of  prefent  joy,  conceived  a 
kind  of  light  hope  never  to  die  of  any  other  ficknefs 
hereafter.  Befides  the  prefent  affliftion,  the  re- 
ception of  the  country  people  and  of  their  fubllance 
into  the  city,  oppreiTed  both  them,  and  much  more 
the  people  themfelves  that  fo  came  in :  for,  having 
no  houfes,  but  dwelling  at  that  time  of  the  year  in 
flifling  booths,  the  mortality  was  now  without  all 
form ;  and  dying  men  lay  tumbling  one  upon  an- 
other in  the  ftreets,  and  men  half  dead  about  every 
conduit  through  defire  of  water.  The  temples  alfo 
where  they  dwelt  in  tents  were  all  full  of  the  dead 
that  died  within  them ;  for,  opprefTed  with  the  vio- 
lence of  the  calamity,  and  not  knowing  what  to  do, 
men  grew  carelefs,  both  of  holy  and  profane  things 
alike.  And  the  laws  which  they  formerly  ufcd 
touching  funerals  were  all  now  broken,  every  one 
burying  where  he  could  find  room.  And  many  for 
want  of  things  necefTary,  after  fo  many  deaths  be- 
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fore,  were  forced  to  become  impudent  in  the  funerals 
of  their  friends.  For  when  one  had  made  a  funeral 
pile,  another  getting  before  him  would  throw  on  his 
dead,  and  give  it  fire.  And  when  one  was  in  burn- 
ing, another  would  come,  and,  having  caft  thereon 
him  whom  he  carried,  go  his  way  again.  And 
the  great  licentioufnefs,  which  alfo  in  other  kinds 
was  ufed  in  the  city,  began  at  firft  from  this  difeafe. 
For  that  which  a  man  before  would  diffemble,  and 
not  acknowledge  to  be  done  for  voluptuoufjiefs,  he 
durft  now  do  freely,  feeing  before  his  eyes  fuch 
quick  revolution,  of  the  rich  dying  and  men  worth 
nothing  inheriting  their  eftates ;  infomuch  as  they 
julHficd  a  fpeedy  fruition  of  their  goods,  even  for 
their  pleafure,  as  men  that  thought  they  held  their 
lives  but  by  the  day.  As  for  pains,  no  man  was  for- 
ward in  any  aftion  of  honour,  to  take  any,  becaufe 
they  thought  it  uncertain  whether  they  fliould  die 
or  not  before  they  atchieved  it.  But  what  any  man 
knew  to  be  delightful,  and  to  be  profitable  to  plea- 
fure, that  v>'as  made  both  profitable  and  honourable. 
Neither  the  fear  of  the  gods,  nor  laws  of  men, 
awed  any  man.  Not  the  former,  becaufe  they 
concluded  it  was  alike  to  worfhip  or  not  wor- 
fliip,  from  feeing  that  alike  they  all  perifhed :  nor 
the  latter,  becaufe  no  man  expefted  that  his  life 
would  laft  till  he  received  punifhment  of  his  crimes 
by  judgment.  But  they  thought  there  was  now 
over  their  heads  fome  far  greater  judgment  de- 
creed againft  them;  before  which  fell,  they  thought 
to  enjoy  fome  little  part  of  their  lives. 
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THE 

PLAGUE     OF     ATHENS. 

TTNHAPPY  man !  by  nature  made  to  fway. 

And  yet  is  every  creature's  prey, 
Deftroy'd  by  thofe  that  lliould  his  power  obey. 
Of  the  whole  world  we  call  mankind  the  lords. 

Flattering  curfelves  with  mighty  words ^ 

Of  all  things  we  the  monarchs  are. 
And  fo  we  rule^  and  fo  we  domineer ; 

All  creatures  elfe  about  us  Hand 

Like  fome  praetorian  band. 

To  guard,  to  help,  and  to  defend; 

Yet  they  fometimes  prove  enemies. 

Sometimes  againft  us  rife; 
Our  very  guards  rebel,  and  tyrannize. 

Tlioufand  difeafes  fent  by  fate 

(Unhappy  fervants!)  on  us  wait; 

A  thoufand  treacheries  within 

Are  laid,  weak  life  to  win; 

Huge  troops  of  maladies  without 
(A  grim,  a  meagre,  and  a  dreadful  rout !) 

Some  formal  fieges  make. 
And  with  fure  flownefs  do  our  bodies  take ; 
Some  with  quick  violence  ftorm  the  town. 

And  throw  all  in  a  moment  down : 

Some  one  peculiar  fort  affail. 
Some  by  general  attempts  prevail. 
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Small  herbs,  alas,  can  only  us  relieve. 
And  fmall  is  the  affiftancc  they  can  give : 
How  can  the  fading  offspring  of  the  field 
Sure  health  and  fuccour  yield  ? 
What  flrong  and  certain  remedy. 
What  firm  and  lafting  life  can  ours  be, 
Wlien  that  which  makes  us  live  doth  every  winter  die  ? 

II. 

Nor  is  this  all :  we  do  not  only  breed 
Within  ourielves  the  fatal  feed 
Of  change,  and  of  decreafe  in  every  part. 
Head,  belly,  llomach,  and  root  of  life,  the  heart; 
Not  only  have  our  autumn,  when  we  mull 
Of  our  own  nature  turn  to  duft. 
When  leaves  and  fruit  muil  fall ; 
But  are  expos'd  to  mighty  tempelb  too. 
Which  do  at  once  what  they  would  flowly  do. 
Which  throw  down  fruit  and  tree  of  life  withal. 
From  ruin  we  in  vain 
Our  bodies  by  repair  maintain. 

Bodies  compos'd  of  fluff 
Mouldering  and  frail  enough ; 
Yet  from  without  as  well  we  fear 
A  dangerous  and  dellrui^live  war. 
From  heaven,  from  earth,  from  fea,  from  air^r 
We  like  the  Roman  empire  fhall  decay. 
And  our  own  force  would  melt  away 

By  the  intcfKne  jar 
Of  elements,  which  on  each  other  prey. 
The  Ca^fars  and  the  Pompcys  which  within  we  bear : 
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Yet  are  (like  that)  in  danger  too 
Of  foreign  armies,  and  external  foe. 
Sometimes  the  Gothifh  and  the  barbarous  ra^e 
Of  plague  or  peftilence  attends  man's  age. 
Which  neither  force  nor  arts  affwage  ; 
Which  cannot  be  avoided  or  withftood. 
But  drowns,  and  over-runs  with  unexpefted  flood. 

III. 
On  Ethiopia,  and  the  fouthern  fands. 
The  unfrequented  coafts,  and  parched  lands. 
Whither  the  fun  too  kind  a  heat  doth  fend, 
(The  fun,  which  the  worft  neighbour  is,  and  the  beft 
friend) 
Hither  a  mortal  influence  came, 
A  fatal  and  unhappy  flame. 
Kindled  by  heaven's  angry  beam. 
With  dreadful  frowns,  the  heavens  fcatter'd  here 
Cruel  infeftious  heats  into  the  air : 
Now  all  the  ftores  of  poifon  fent. 

Threatening  at  once  a  general  doom, 
Lavifti'd  out  all  their  hate,  and  meant 
In  future  ages  to  be  innocent. 
Not  to  diHurb  the  world  for  many  years  to  come. 
Hold,  heavens  !  hold ;  why  fhould  your  facred  fire. 
Which  doth  to  all  things  life  infpire. 
By  whofe  kind  beams  you  bring 
Forth  yearly  every  thing. 
Which  doth  th'  original  feed 
Of  all  things  in  the  womb  of  earth  that  breed. 
With  vital  heat  and  quickening  feed ; 
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Why  fhould  you  now  that  heat  employ. 
The  earth,  the  air,  the  fields,  the  cities  to  annoy  ? 
That  which  before  reviv'd,  why  fliould  it  nowdeftroy  ? 

IV. 

Thofe  Africk  defarts  ftraight  were  double  defarts 
grown. 
The  ravenous  beafts  were  left  alone. 
The  ravenous  beafts  then  firft  began 
To  pity  their  old  enemy  man. 
And  blam'd  the  plague  for  what  they  would  them- 
felves  have  done. 
Nor  ftaid  the  cruel  evil  there. 
Nor  could  be  long  confin'd  unto  one  air  ; 

Plagues  prefently  forfake 
The  wildernefs  which  they  themfelves  do  make. 
Away  the  deadly  breaths  their  journey  take, 

])riven  by  a  mighty  wind. 
They  a  new  booty  and  frefh  forage  find : 

The  loaded  wind  went  fwiftly  on. 
And  as  it  pafs'd,  was  heard  to  figh  and  groan. 
On  Egypt  next  it  feiz'd. 
Nor  could  but  by  a  general  ruin  be  appeas'd, 
Egypt,  in  rage,  back  on  the  fouth  did  look. 
And  wonder 'd  thence  ftiouldcome  th'unhappy  ftroke. 
From  whence  before  her  fruitfulnefs  fhe  took. 
Egypt  did  now  curfe  and  revile 
Thofe  very  lands  from  whence  fhe  has  her  Nile  ; 
Egypt  now  fear'd  another  Hebrew  God, 
Another  Angel's  hand,  a  fecond  Aaron's  rod. 

VOL.  XXVI.  R 
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V. 

Then  on  it  goes,  and  through  the  facred  land 
Its  angry  forces  did  command  ; 
But  God  did  place  an  angel  there 
Its  violence  to  withftand. 
And  turn  into  another  road  the  putrid  air. 
To  Tyre  it  came,  and  there  did  all  devour  j 
Though  that  by  feas  might  think  itfelf  fecure. 
Nor  ftaid,  as  the  great  conqueror  did. 
Till  it  had  fiU'd  and  ftopp'd  the  tide. 
Which  did  it  from  the  Ihore  divide. 
But  pafs'd  the  waters,  and  did  all  poffefs. 
And  quickly  all  was  wildernefs. 
Thence  it  did  Perfia  over-run. 
And  all  that  facrifice  unto  the  fun  ; 
In  every  limb  a  dreadful  pain  they  felt, 
Tortur'd  with  fecret  coals  they  melt ; 
The  Perfians  caU'd  their  fun  in  vain. 
Their  God  increas'd  the  pain. 
They  look'd  up  to  their  God  no  more. 
But  curfe  the  beams  they  worfliiipped  before. 
And  hate  the  very  fire  which  once  they  did  adore. 
VI. 
Glutted  with  ruin  of  the  eaft. 
She  took  her  wings,  and  down  to  Athens  pafs'd ; 
Juft  Plague  !  which  doft  no  parties  take. 
But  Greece  as  well  as  Perfia  fack. 
While  in  unnatural  quarrels  they 
(Like  frogs  and  mice)  each  other  flay ; 
Thou  in  thy  ravenous  claws  took'il  both  away. 
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Thither  it  came,  and  did  deftroy  the  town, 
Whilft  all  its  Ihips  and  foldiers  looked  on ; 
And  now  the  Afian  plague  did  more 
Than  all  the  Afian  force  could  do  before. 
Without  the  wall  the  Spartan  army  fate. 
The  Spartan  army  came  too  late : 
For  now  there  was  no  farther  work  for  Fate. 
They  faw  the  city  open  lay. 
An  eafy  and  a  bootlefs  prey ; 
They  faw  the  rampires  empty  ftand. 
The  fleets,  the  walls,  the  forts  nnmann'd. 
No  need  of  cruelty  or  flaughters  now. 
The  plague  had  finifh'd  what  they  came  to  do ; 
They  might  now  unrefifted  enter  there. 
Did  they  not  the  very  air 
More  than  the  Athenians  fear. 
The  air  itfelf  to  them  was  wall  and  bulwarks  too. 

VII. 

Unhappy  Athens !  it  is  true  thou  wert 
The  proudeft  work  of  nature  and  of  art : 
Learning  and  ftrength  did  thee  compofe. 

As  foul  and  body  us : 
But  yet  thou  only  thence  art  made 
A  nobler  prey  for  fates  t'  invade ; 
Thofe  mighty  numbers  that  within  thee  breathe,. 
Do  only  ferve  to  make  a  fatter  feaft  for  death. 
Death  in  the  moft  frequented  places  lives ; 
Moft  tribute  from  the  crowd  receives ; 
R  2 
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And  though  it  bears  a  fcythe,  and  feems  to  own 
A  ruftic  life  alone. 
It  loves  no  wildernefs. 
No  fcatter'd  villages. 
But  mighty  populous  palaces,- 
The  throng,  the  tumult,  and  the  town. 
What  ftrange  unheard-of  conqueror  is  this. 
Which  by  the  forces  that  refill  it  doth  increafe ! 
When  other  conquerors  are 
Oblig'd  to  make  a  flower  war. 
Nay  fometimes  for  themfelves  may  fear. 
And  mull  proceed  with  watchful  care. 
When  thicker  troops  of  enemies  appear  ; 
This  flronger  ftill,  and  more  fuccefsful  grows, 
Down  fooner  all  before  it  throws. 
If  greater  multitudes  of  men  do  it  oppofe. 
VIII. 
The  tyrant  iirll  the  haven  did  fubdue  ; 
Lately  th' Athenians  (it  knew) 
Themfelves  by  wooden  walls  did  fave. 
And  therefore  firft  to  them  th'  infeftion  gave. 

Left  they  new  fuccour  thence  receive. 
Cruel  Pyr:EUs !  now  thou  haft  undone 
The  honour  thou  before  hadft  won ; 
Not  all  thy  merchandize. 
Thy  wealth,  thy  treafuries. 
Which  from  all  coafts  thy  fleet  fupplies. 
Can  to  atone  this  crime  fufiice. 
Next  o'er  the  upper  town  it  fpread. 
With  mad  and  undifcerning  fpeed ; 
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In  every  corner,  every  ftreet. 

Without  a  guide  did  fet  its  feet. 
And  too  familiar  every  houfe  did  greet. 
Unhappy  queen  of  Greece!  great  Thefeus  now 

Did  thee  a  mortal  injury  do. 

When  firft  in  walls  he  did  thee  clofe. 
When  firft  he  did  thy  citizens  reduce, 
Houfes  and  government,  and  laws  to  ufe. 
It  had  been  better  if  thy  people  ftill 

Difperfed  in  fome  field  or  hill. 
Though  favage  and  undifciplin'd,  did  dwell. 

Though  barbarous,  untame,  and  rude. 
Than  by  their  numbers  thus  to  be  fubdu'd. 

To  be  by  their  own  fwarms  annoy 'd. 
And  to  be  civiliz'd  only  to  be  deftroy'd. 

IX. 

Minerva  ftarted  when  Ihe  heard  the  noife. 

And  dying  men's  confufed  voice. 

From  heaven  in  hafte  fhe  came,  to  fee 

What  was  the  mighty  prodigy. 
Upon  the  caftle  pinnacles  fhe  fat. 

And  dar'd  not  nearer  fly. 
Nor  midft  fo  many  deaths  to  truft  her  very  deity. 
With  pitying  look  fhe  faw  at  every  gate 

Death  and  deftrudtion  wait; 
She  wrung  her  hands,  and  call'd  on  Jove, 
And  all  th' immortal  powers  above  ; 
But  though  a  goddefs  now  did  pray. 
The  heavens  refus'd,  and  turn'd  their  ear  away. 

R  3 
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She  brought  her  olive  and  her  fhleld. 
Neither  of  thefe,  alas !  afliftance  yield. 

She  lookt  upon  Medufa's  face. 

Was  angry  that  ihe  was 
Herfelf  of  an  immortal  race. 

Was  angry  that  her  Gorgon's  head 
Could  not  flrike  her  as  well  as  others  dead  ; 
She  fat  and  wept  a  while,  and  then  away  fhe  fled. 
X. 
Now  death  began  her  fword  to  whet. 

Not  all  the  Cyclops  fweat. 
Nor  Vulcan's  mighty  anvils,  could  prepare 

Weapons  enough  for  her. 
No  weapons  large  enough,  but  all  the  age 
Men  felt  the  heat  within  them  rage. 

And  hop'd  the  air  would  it  afTwage, 
Call'd  for  its  help,  but  th'air  did  them  deceive. 
And  aggravate  the  ills  it  fhould  relieve. 

The  air  no  more  was  vital  now. 

But  did  a  mortal  poifon  grow; 

The  lungs,  which  us'd  to  fan  the  heart. 

Only  now  ferv'd  to  fire  each  part; 

What  fhould  refrefli,  increas'd  the  fmart: 
And  now  their  very  breath. 
The  chiefeft  fign  of  life,  was  turn'd  the  caufe  of  death. 

XL 

Upon  the  head  firll  the  difeafe. 
As  a  bold  conqueror,  doth  feize. 
Begins  with  man's  metropolis, 
I 


S  P  R  AT's    P  O  E  M  S.  247 

Secur'd  the  capitol,  and  then  It  knew 
It  could  at  pleafure  weaker  parts  fubdue. 
Blood  ftarted  through  each  eye; 
The  rednefs  of  that  fky 
Foretold  a  tempefl  nigh. 
The  tongue  did  flow  all  o'er 

With  clotted  filth  and  gore  ; 
As  doth  a  lion's  when  fome  innocent  prey 
He  hath  devour'd  and  brought  away  : 
Hoarfenefs  and  fores  the  throat  did  fill. 
And  ftopt  the  pafiagcs  of  fpeech  and  life ; 
No  room  was  left  for  groans  or  grief; 
Too  cruel  and  imperious  ill ! 
Which,  not  content  to  kill. 
With  tyrannous  and  dreadful  pain, 
Doft  take  from  men  the  very  power  to  complain. 
XII. 
Then  down  it  went  into  the  breaft. 
There  all  the  feats  and  Ihops  of  life  poflefs'd. 
Such  noifome  fmells  from  thence  did  come. 
As  if  the  ftomach  were  a  tomb ; 
No  food  would  there  abide. 
Or  if  it  did,  turn'd  to  the  enemy's  fide. 
The  very  meat  new  poifons  to  the  plague  fupply'd. 

Next,  to  the  heart  the  fires  came. 
The  heart  did  wonder  what  ufurping  flame. 
What  unknown  furnace,  fliould 
On  its  more  natural  heat  intrude ; 
Straight  call'd  its  fpirits  up,  but  found  too  well. 
It  was  too  late  now  to  rebel. 

R4 


»4-8  S  P  R  A  T  's    P  O  E  M  S. 

The  tainted  blood  its  courfe  began. 

And  carried  death  where'er  it  ran  ; 
That  which  before  was  nature's  nobleft  art. 

The  circulation  from  the  heart. 

Was  moft  deftruftful  now. 

And  nature  fpeedier  did  undo. 

For  that  the  fooner  did  impart 

The  poifon  and  the  fmart, 

Th'infeftious  blood  to  every  diftant  part. 

XIII. 

The  beUy  felt  at  laft  its  fhare. 

And  all  the  fubtile  labyrinths  there 
Of  winding  bowels  did  new  monfters  bear. 

Here  feven  days  it  rul*d  and  fway'd. 
And  oftner  kUl'd  becaufe  it  death  fo  long  delay'd. 

But  if  through  ftrength  and  heat  of  age 

The  body  overcame  its  rage. 
The  plague  departed  as  the  devil  doth. 

When  driven  by  prayers  away  he  goeth. 

If  prayers  and  heaven  do  him  control. 

And  if  he  cannot  have  the  foul, 
Himfelf  out  of  the  roof  or  window  throws. 

And  will  not  all  his  labour  lofe. 
But  takes  away  with  him  part  of  the  houfe : 
So  here  the  vanquifh'd  evil  took  from  them 

Who  conquer'd  it,  fome  part,  fome  limb. 

Some  lolt  the  ufe  of  hands  and  eyes. 

Some  arms,  fome  legs,  fome  thighs  ; 

Some  all  their  lives  before  forgot. 

Their  minds  were  but  one  darker  blot ; 
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Thofe  various  pidlures  in  the  head. 
And  all  the  numerous  fhapes  were  fled ; 
And  now  the  ranfack'd  memory 
Languilhi'd  in  naked  poverty. 
Had  loft  its  mighty  treafury ; 
They  pafs'd  the  Lethe  lake,  although  they  did  not  die. 

XIV. 
Whatever  lefTer  maladies  men  had. 
They  all  gave  place  and  vanifhed  ; 
Thofe  petty  tyrants  fled, 
And  at  this  mighty  conqueror  fhrunk  their  head. 
Fevers,  agues,  palfies,  ftone. 
Gout,  colic,  and  confumption. 
And  all  the  milder  generation. 
By  which  mankind  is  by  degrees  undone. 
Quickly  were  rooted  out  and  gone; 
Men  faw  themfelves  freed  from  the  pain, 
Rejoic'd,  but  all,  alas,  in  vain : 
'Twas  an  unhappy  remedy. 
Which  cur'd  them  that  they  might  both  worfe  and 
fooner  die. 

XV. 
Phyficians  now  could  nought  prevail. 
They  the  iirft  fpoils  to  the  proud  vidlor  fall ; 
Nor  would  the  plague  their  knowledge  truft, 
But  fear'd  their  flcill,  and  therefore  flew  them  firft: 
So  tyrants,  when  they  would  confirm  their  yoke, 
Firft  make  the  chiefeft  men  to  feel  the  ftroke. 
The  chiefeft  and  the  wifeft  heads,  left  they 
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Should  fooneft  difobey. 
Should  firft  rebel,  and  others  learn  from  them  the  way. 
No  aid  of  herbs,  or  juices  power. 
None  of  Apollo's  art  could  cure. 
But  help'd  the  plague  the  fpeedier  to  devour. 

Phyfic  itfelf  was  a  difeafe, 
Phyfic  the  fatal  tortures  did  encreafe, 
Prefcriptions  did  the  pains  renew. 
And  -^fculapius  to  the  fick  did  come. 
As  afterwards  to  Rome, 
In  form  of  ferpent,  brought  new  poifons  with  him  too. 

XVI. 

The  ftreams  did  wonder  that,  fo  foon 
As  they  were  from  their  native  mountains  gone, 
They  faw  themfelves  drunk  up,  and  fear 

Another  Xerxes'  army  near. 

Some  caft  into  the  pit  the  urn. 

And  drink  it  dry  at  its  return : 
Again  they  drew,  again  they  drank; 
At  firft  the  coolnefs  of  the  ftream  did  thank. 
But  ftraight  the  more  were  fcorch'djthe  more  did  burn; 
And,  drunk  with  water,  in  their  drinking  fank  : 
That  urn  which  now  to  quench  their  thiril  they  ufe. 

Shortly  their  afhes  Ihall  inclofe  : 

Others  into  the  cryftal  brook 

With  faint  and  wondering  eyes  did  look. 
Saw  what  a  ghaftly  fhape  themfelves  had  took. 
Away  they  would  have  fled, but  them  their  legs  forfook. 

Some  fnatch  the  waters  up. 

Their  hands,  their  mouths  the  cup ; 
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They  drunk,  and  found  they  flam'd  the  more. 
And  only  added  to  the  burning  ftore. 

So  have  I  feen  on  lime  cold  water  thrown. 
Straight  all  was  to  a  ferment  grown. 
And  hidden  feeds  of  fire  together  run : 
The  heap  was  calm  and  temperate  before. 
Such  as  the  finger  could  endure; 
But,  when  the  moiftures  it  provoke. 
Did  rage,  did  fwell,  did  fmoke. 
Did  move,  and  flame,  and  burn,  and  flraight  to  alhes 
broke. 

XVII. 

So  flrong  the  heat,  fo  flrong  the  torments  were. 

They  like  fome  mighty  burden  bear 

The  lighteft  covering  of  air. 
All  fexes  and  all  ages  do  invade 

The  bounds  which  nature  laid. 

The  laws  of  modefly  which  nature  made : 
The  virgins  blufh  not,  yet  uncloath'd  appear, 
Undrefs'd  to  run  about,  yet  never  fear. 

The  pain  and  the  difeafe  did  now 

Unwillingly  reduce  men  to 

That  nakednefs  once  more. 
Which  perfeft  health  and  innocence  caus'd  before. 

No  lleep,  no  peace,  no  reft. 
Their  wandering  and  affrighted  minds  pofTefs'd; 

Upon  their  fouls  and  eyes 

Hell  and  eternal  horror  lies, 

Unufual  fhapes  and  images. 

Dark  pifturcs  and  refemblances 
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Of  things  to  come,  and  of  the  world  below. 

O'er  their  diHemper'd  fancies  go  : 
Sometimes  they  curfe,  fometimes  they  pray  unto 

The  gods  above,  the  gods  beneath; 
Sometimes  they  cruelties  and  fury  breathe. 
Not  ileep,  but  waking  now  was  filler  unto  death. 

XVIII. 

Scatter'd  in  fields  the  bodies  lay. 
The  earth  call'd  to  the  fowls  to  take  their  flefli  away. 

In  vain  fhe  call'd,  they  come  not  nigh. 

Nor  would  their  food  with  their  own  ruin  buy : 

But  at  full  meals  they  hunger,  pine,  and  (Jie. 

The  vultures  afar  off  did  fee  the  feaft, 

Rejoic'd,  and  call'd  their  friends  to  tafle. 

They  rally'd  up  their  troops  in  hafte; 
Along  came  mighty  droves, 
Forfook  their  young  ones  and  their  groves. 
Each  one  his  native  mountain  and  his  nefl; 
They  come,  but  all  their  carcafes  abhor. 

And  now  avoid  the  dead  men  more 
Than  weaker  birds  did  living  men  before. 
But  if  fome  bolder  fowls  the  flefh  affay. 

They  were  deftroy'd  by  their  own  prey. 
The  dog  no  longer  bark'd  at  coming  gueft. 
Repents  its  being  a  domeftic  beaft. 

Did  to  the  \voods  and  mountains  hafte  : 

The  very  owls  at  Athens  are 

But  feldom  feen  and  rare. 

The  owls  depart  in  open  day. 
Rather  than  in  infefted  ivy  more  to  ftay. 
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XIX. 
Mountains  of  bones  and  carcafes. 
The  flreets,  the  market-place  poflefs. 
Threatening  to  raife  a  new  Acropolis. 
Here  lies  a  mother  and  her  child. 
The  infant  fuck'd  as  yet  and  fmil'd. 
But  ftraight  by  its  own  food  was  kill'd. 
Their  parents  hugg'd  their  children  laft. 
Here  parting  lovers  laft  embrac'd. 
But  yet  not  parting  neither. 
They  both  expir'd  and  went  away  together. 
Here  prifoners  in  the  dungeon  die. 
And  gain  a  two-fold  liberty; 
They  meet  and  thank  their  pains. 
Which  them  from  double  chains 
Of  body  and  of  iron  free. 
Mere  others,  poifon'd  by  the  fcent 

Which  from  corrupted  bodies  went. 
Quickly  return  the  death  they  did  receive. 
And  death  to  others  give; 
Themfelves  now  dead  the  air  pollute  the  more. 
For  which  they  others  curs'd  before. 
Their  bodies  kill  all  that  come  near. 
And  even  after  death  they  all  are  murderers  here. 

XX. 
I'he  friend  doth  hear  his  friend's  laft  cries, 
Parteth  his  grief  for  him,  and  dies. 
Lives  not  enough  to  clofe  his  eyes. 
The  father  at  his  death 
Speaks  his  fon  heir  with  an  infectious  breath ; 
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In  the  fame  hour  the  fon  doth  take 
His  father's  will  and  his  own  make. 
The  fervant  need  not  here  be  flain. 
To  ferve  his  mafler  in  the  other  world  again; 
They  languifhing  together  lie. 
Their  fouls  away  together  fly ; 
The  hufband  gafpeth,  and  his  wife  lies  by. 
It  muft  be  her  turn  next  to  die : 
The  hufband  and  the  wife 
Too  truly  now  are  one,  and  live  one  life. 
That  couple  which  the  gods  did  entertain. 
Had  made  their  prayer  here  in  vain ; 
No  fates  in  death  could  them  divide. 
They  muft  without  their  privilege  together  both  have 
dy'd. 

XXI. 
There  was  no  number  now  of  death. 
The  fifters  fcarce  flood  ftill  themfelves  to  breathe : 
The  fifters  now  quite  wearied 

In  cutting  fmgle  thread. 
Began  at  once  to  part  whole  looms. 
One  ftroke  did  give  whole  houfes  dooms : 
Now  dy'd  the  frofty  hairs. 
The  aged  and  decrepid  years ; 
They  fell,  and  only  begg'd  of  fate 
Some  few  months  more,  but  'twas  alas  too  late. 
Then  death,  as  if  afliam'd  of  that, 
A  conqueft  fo  degenerate. 
Cut  off  the  young  and  lufty  too : 
The  young  were  reckoning  o'er 
What  happy  days,  what  joys,  they  had  In  Here : 
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But  Fate,  ere  they  had  finifti'd  their  account,  them  flew. 

The  wretched  ufurer  died. 
And  had  no  time  to  tell  where  he  his  treafures  hid; 
The  merchant  did  behold 
His  Ihips  return  with  fpice  and  gold ; 
He  faw't,  and  turn'd  afide  his  head. 
Nor  thank  'd  the  gods,  but  fell  amidft  his  riches  dead . 

XXII. 
The  meetings  and  aflemblies  ceafe;  no  more 
The  people  throng  about  the  orator. 
No  courfe  of  julHce  did  appear. 
No  noife  of  lawyers  iill'd  the  ear. 

The  fenate  call  away 
The  robe  of  honour,  and  obey 
Death's  more  refiftlefs  fway, 
Whilft  that  with  diftatorian  power 
Doth  all  the  great  and  lefTer  officers  devour- 
No  magiftrates  did  walk  about ; 
No  purple  aw'd  the  rout : 
The  common  people  too 
A  purple  of  their  own  did  Ihew  • 
And  all  their  bodies  o'er 
The  ruling  colours  bore. 
No  judge,  no  legiflators  fit. 
Since  this  new  Draco  came. 
And  harlher  laws  did  frame. 
Laws  that,  like  his,  in  blood  are  writ. 
The  benches  and  the  pleading-place  they  leave,. 
About  the  ftreets  they  run  and  rave : 
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The  madnefs  which  great  Solon  did.  of  late 
But  only  counterfeit 
For  the  advantage  of  the  ftate. 
Now  his  fuccelTors  do  too  truly  imitate. 
XXIII. 
Up  ftarts  the  foldier  from  his  bed. 
He,  though  death's  fervant,  is  not  freed, 
Deathhimcafhier'dj'caufenowhis  help  flie  did  notneed. 
He  that  ne'er  knew  before  to  yield. 
Or  to  give  back,  or  leave  the  field. 
Would  fain  now  from  himfelf  have  fled. 
He  fnatch'd  his  fv/ord  now  rufted  o'er. 
Dreadful  and  fparkling  now  no  more. 
And  thus  in  open  llreets  did  roar ; 
How  have  I,  Death,  fo  ill  deferv'd  of  thee. 
That  now  thyfelf  thou  fliould'fl  revenge  on  me  ? 
Have  I  fo  many  lives  on  thee  beftow'd  ? 
Have  I  the  earth  fo  often  dy'd  in  blood? 
Have  I,  to  flatter  thee,  fo  many  flain  ? 
And  mull  I  now  thy  prey  remain? 
Let  me  at  leaft,  if  I  muft  die. 
Meet  in  the  fiield  fome  gallant  enemy. 

Send,  gods,  the  Perlian  troops  again : 
No,  they're  a  bafe  and  a  degenerate  train; 
They  by  our  women  may  be  flain. 
Give  me,  great  heavens,  fome  manful  foes. 
Let  me  my  death  amidft  fome  valiant  Grecians  choofe. 
Let  me  farvive  to  dye  at  Syracufe, 
Where  my  dear  country  ftiall  her  glory  lofe. 
For  you,  great  Gods !  into  my  mind  infufe. 
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What  miferies,  what  doom, 
Muft  on  my  Athens  fhortly  come ! 

My  thoughts  infpir'd  prefage 
Slaughters  and  battles  to  the  coming  age  : 
Oh  !  might  I  die  upon  that  glorious  ftagc : 
Oh!  that!  but  then  he  grafp'd  his  fword,  and  death 
concludes  his  rage. 

XXIV. 
Draw  back,  draw  back  thy  fword,  O  Fate ! 
Left  thou  repent  when  'tis  too  late. 
Left,  by  thy  making  now  (0  great  a  wafte. 
By  fpending  all  mankind  upon  one  feaft. 
Thou  ftarve  thyfelf  at  laft : 
What  men  wilt  thou  referve  in  ftore. 
Whom  in  the  time  to  come  thou  may'ft  devour. 
When  thou  flialt  have  deftroyed  all  before  ? 

But,  if  thou  wilt  not  yet  give  o'er. 
If  yet  thy  greedy  ftomach  calls  for  more. 
If  more  remain  whom  thou  muft  kill. 
And  if  thy  jaws  are  craving  ftill. 
Carry  thy  fury  to  the  Scythian  coafts, 
The  northern  wildernefs  and  eternal  frofts ! 
Againft  thofe  barbarous  crowds  thy  arrows  whet. 

Where  arts  and  laws  are  ftrangers  yet ; 
Where  thou  may 'ft  kill,  and  yet  the  lofs  will  not  be  great. 
There  rage,  there  fpread,  and  there  infcd  the  air. 

Murder  whole  towns  and  families  there. 
Thy  worft  againft  thofe  favage  nations  dare, 

Thofe  whom  mankind  can  fpare, 
Thofe  whom  mankind  itfclf  doth  fear; 

VOL.  XXVI.  s 
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Amidll  that  dreadful  niglit  and  fatal  cold. 

There  thou  may'ft  walk  unfeen,  and  bold. 
There  let  thy  flames  their  empire  hold. 
Unto  the  fartheft  feas,  and  nature's  ends. 
Where  never  fummer's  fun  its  beams  extends. 
Carry  thy  plagues,  thy  pains,  thy  heats. 
Thy  raging  fires,  thy  torturing  fvveats. 
Where  never  ray  or  heat  did  come. 
They  will  rejoice  at  fuch  a  doom. 
They'll  blefs  thy  peftilential  fire. 
Though  by  it  they  expire. 
They'll  thank  the  very  flames  with  which  they  do 
confume. 

XXV. 

Then  if  that  banquet  will  not  thee  fuffice. 

Seek  out  new  lands  where  thou  may'fl  tyrannize  ; 

Search  every  foreft,  every  hill. 
And  all  that  in  the  hollow  mountains  dwell ; 

Thofe  wild  and  untame  troops  devour. 
Thereby  thou  wilt  the  refl:  of  men  fecure. 
And  that  the  reft  of  men  will  thank  thee  for. 

Let  all  thofe  human  bealls  be  flain. 

Till  fcarce  their  memory  remain ; 

Thyfelf  with  that  ignoble  flaughter  fill, 

'Twill  be  permitted  thee  that  blood  to  fpill. 

Meafure  the  ruder  world  throughout, 

March  all  the  ocean's  fliores  about. 
Only  pafs  by  and  fpare  the  Bridlh  ifle. 
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Go  on,  and  (what  Columbus  once  fhall  do 
When  days  and  time  unto  their  ripenefs  grow) 
Find  out  new  lands  and  unknown  countries  too: 

Attempt  thofe  lands  which  yet  are  hid 

From  all  mortality  befide : 

There  thou  may 'ft  ileal  a  viftory. 

And  none  of  this  world  hear  the  cry 

Of  thofe  that  by  thy  wounds  fliall  die  j 

No  Greek  (hall  know  thy  cruelty. 

And  tell  it  to  pofterity. 
Go,  and  unpeople  all  thofe  mighty  lands, 

Deftroy  with  unrelenting  hands ; 

Go,  and  the  Spaniard's  fword  prevent. 

Go,  make  the  Spaniard  innocent ; 

Go,  and  root  out  all  mankind  there. 
That  when  the  European  armies  fhall  appear 

Their  fm  may  be  the  lefs. 

They  may  find  all  a  wildernefs. 
And  without  blood  the  gold  and  filver  there  poffefs. 

Nor  is  this  all  which  we  thee  grant ; 
Rather  than  thou  fliould'ft  full  employment  want, 
(We  do  permit)  in  Greece  thy  kingdom  plant. 

Ranfack  Lycurgus'  ftreets  throughout. 
They've  no  defence  of  walls  to  keep  thee  out. 

•  On  wanton  and  proud  Corinth  feize. 
Nor  let  her  double  waves  thy  flames  appeafe. 
Let  Cyprus  feel  more  fires  than  thofe  of  Love : 
Let  Delos,  which  at  firft  did  give  the  Sun, 
See  unknown  flames  in  her  begun, 
s  z 
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Now  let  her  wifh  Ihe  might  unconftant  prove. 

And  from  her  place  might  truly  move  : 

Let  Lemnos  all  thy  anger  feel. 

And  think  that  a  new  Vulcan  fell. 
And  brought  with  him  new  anvils,  and  new  hell. 
Nay,  at  Athens  too  we  give  thee  up. 
All  that  thou  find'ft  in  field,  or  camp,  or  fhop  : 

Make  havock  there  without  controul 
Of  every  Ignorant  and  common  foul. 
Eut  then,  kind  Plague,  thy  conquelb  ftop  ; 

Let  arts,  and  let  the  learned,  there  efcape. 

Upon  Minerva's  felf  commit  no  rape ; 

Touch  not  the  facred  throng. 
And  let  Apollo's  priefts  be,  like  him,  young. 

Like  him,  be  healthful  too,  and  ftrong. 

But  ah!  too  ravenous  Plague,  whilft  I 

Strive  to  keep  off  the  mifery. 
The  learned  too,  as  fall  as  others,  round  me  die  ; 

They  from  corruption  are  not  free. 
Are  mortal,  though  they  give  an  immortality. 

xxvn. 

They  turn'd  their  authors  o'er,  to  try 

What  help,  what  cure,  what  remedy. 
All  Nature's  ftores  againft  this  plague  fupply  ; 
And  though  bcfides  they  Ihunn'd  it  every  where. 
They  fearch'd  it  in  their  books,  and  fain  would  meet 
it  there ; 
They  tufn'd  the  records  of  the  ancient  times. 
And  chiefly  thofe  that  were  made  famous  by  tlieir 
crimes, 
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To  find  if  men  were  punifh'd  fo  before; 

But  found  not  the  difeafe  nor  cure. 

Nature,  alas !  was  now  furpriz'd. 

And  all  her  forces  feiz'd. 
Before  Ihe  was  how  to  refill  advis'd. 
So  when  the  elephants  did  firft  affright 

The  Romans  with  unufual  fight. 

They  many  battles  lofe. 

Before  they  knew  their  foes. 
Before  they  underflood  fuch  dreadful  troops  t'oppofe. 

XXVIII. 

Now  every  different  feft  agrees 
Againft  their  common  adverfary,  the  difeafe. 
And  all  their  little  wranglings  ceafe ; 
The  Pythagoreans  from  their  precepts  fwerve. 

No  more  their  filence  they  obferve. 

Out  of  their  fchools  they  run. 

Lament,  and  cry,  and  groan  ; 
They  now  defir'd  their  metempfychofis ; 

Not  only  to  difpute,  but  wifh 
That  they  might  turn  to  beafts,  or  fowls,  or  fifh. 

If  the  Platonicks  had  been  here. 

They  would  have  curs'd  their  mailer's  year. 

When  all  things  fhall  be  as  they  were. 
When  they  again  the  fame  difeafe  fhall  bear  : 

All  the  philofophers  would  now. 

What  the  great  Stagy  rite  fhall  do, 
Themfelves  into  the  waters  headlong  throw. 

S3 
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XXIX. 

The  Stolcks  felt  the  deadly  ftroke. 
At  firft  aflault  their  courage  was  not  broke. 

They  call'd  in  all  the  cobweb  aid 
Of  rules  and  precepts,  which  in  ftore  they  had  j 

They  bid  their  hearts  ftand  out. 

Bid  them  be  calm  and  ftout. 
But  all  the  ftrength  of  precept  will  not  do't. 
They  can't  the  ftorms  of  paffion  now  affwage  ; 
As  common  men,  are  angry,  grieve,  and  rage. 

The  Gods  are  call'd  upon  in  vain. 
The  Gods  gave  no  releafe  unto  their  pain. 
The  Gods  to  fear  ev'n  for  themfelves  began. 
For  now  the  lick  unto  their  temples  came. 

And  brought  more  than  an  holy  flame. 

There  at  the  altars  made  their  prayer. 

They  facrific'd,  and  died  there, 
A  facrifice  not  feen  before  ; 
That  heaven,  only  us'd  unto  the  gore 
Of  lambs  or  bulls,  fhould  now 
Loaded  with  priefts  fee  its  own  altars  too ! 

XXX. 

The  woods  gave  funeral  piles  no  morCj 
The  dead  the  very  fire  devour. 
And  that  almighty  conqueror  o'erpower. 
The  noble  and  the  common  dull 
Into  each  other's  graves  are  thruft. 
No  place  is  facred,  and  no  tomb  ; 
'Tis  now  a  privilege  to  confume  ; 
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Their  aflies  no  diftincElion  had ; 
Too  truly  all  by  death  are  equal  made. 
The  ghofts  of  thofe  great  heroes  that  had  fled 

From  Athens,  long  fince  banifhed. 

Now  o'er  the  city  hovered  ; 

Their  anger  yielded  to  their  love. 

They  left  th'  immortal  joys  above. 
So  much  their  Athens' danger  did  them  move. 

They  came  to  pity,  and  to  aid. 

But  now,  alas !  were  quite  difmay'd. 
When  they  beheld  the  marbles  open  lay'd. 
And  poor  men's  bones  the  noble  urns  invade ; 

Eack  to  the  blefled  feats  they  went. 

And  now  did  thank  their  banilhment. 
By  which  they  were  to  die  in  foreign  countries  fent. 

XXXI. 

But  what,  great  Gods  !  was  worft  of  all. 
Hell  forth  its  magazines  of  luft  did  call. 
Nor  would  it  be  content 
With  the  thick  troops  of  fouls  were  thither  fent ; 
Into  the  upper  world  it  went. 
Such  guilt,  fuch  wickednefs. 
Such  irreligion  did  increafe. 
That  the  few  good  which  did  furvive 
Were  angry  with  the  plague  for  fufFering  them  to  live : 
More  for  the  living  than  the  dead  did  grieve. 
Some  robb'd  the  very  dead. 
Though  fure  to  be  infedled  ere  they  fled. 
Though  in  the  very  air  fure  to  be  puniflied, 
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Some  nor  the  fhrines  nor  temples  fpar'd. 

Nor  Gods  nor  Heavens  fear'd. 
Though  iuch  example  of  their  power  appear'd. 

Viitue  was  now  efleem'd  an  empty  name. 
And  Honefty  the  foolifh  voice  of  fame  ; 

For,  having  paft  thofe  torturing  flames  before. 
They  thought  the  punifhment  already  o'er. 

Thought  heaven  no  worfc  torments  had  in  ftore ; 
Here  having  felt  one  hell,  they  thought  there  was  no 
more. 

UPON    THE    POEMS    OF    THE 
ENGLISH    OVID,    ANACREON,    PINDAR,    AND  VIRGIL, 

ABRAHAM     COWLEY, 

IN     IMITATION     OF     HIS     OWN     PINDARIC     ODXS. 
I. 

JET  all  this  meaner  rout  of  books  ftand  by. 
The  common  people  of  our  library ; 
Let  them  make  way  for  Cowley's  leaves  to  come. 
And  be  hung  up  within  this  facred  room  : 
Let  no  prophane  hands  break  the  chain. 
Or  give  them  umvifh'd  liberty  again. 
But  let  his  holy  relick  be  laid  here. 
With  the  fame  religious  care 
As  Numa  once  the  target  kept. 
Which  down  from  heaven  leapt ; 
Juft  fuch  another  is  this  book. 
Which  its  original  from  divine  hands  took. 
And  brings  as  much  good  too,  to  thofe  that  on  it  look. 
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Bat  yet  in  this  they  differ.     That  could  be 
Eleven  times  liken'd  by  a  mortal  hand ; 
But  this  which  here  doth  ftand 
Will  never  any  of  its  own  fort  fee. 
But  muft  IHU  live  without  fuch  company. 
For  never  yet  was  writ. 
In  the  two  learned  ages  which  Time  left  behind. 
Nor  in  this  ever  fhall  we  find. 
Nor  any  one  like  to  it. 
Of  all  the  numerous  monuments  of  wit. 

II. 

Cowley !  what  God  did  fill  thy  breaft. 
And  taught  thy  hand  t'  indite  ? 
(For  God's  a  poet  too. 
He  doth  create,  and  fo  do  you) 
Or  elfe  at  leaft 
What  angel  fat  upon  thy  pen  when  thou  didft  write  ? 
There  he  fat,  and  mov'd  thy  hand. 
As  proud  of  his  command. 
As  when  he  makes  the  dancing  orbs  to  reel. 
And  fpins  out  poetry  from  heaven's  wheel. 
Thy  hand  too,  like  a  better  fphere. 
Gives  us  more  ravifliing  mufic  made  for  men  to  hear. 
Thy  hand  too,  like  the  fun  which  angels  move. 

Has  the  fame  influence  from  above. 
Produces  gold  and  filver  of  a  nobler  kind; 
Of  greater  price,  and  more  refin'd. 
Yet  in  this  it  exceeds  the  fun,  't  has  no  degenerate  race. 
Brings  forth  no  lead,  nor  any  thing  fo  bafe. 
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III. 

What  holy  veftal  hearth. 
What  immortal  brdath. 
Did  give  fo  pure  poetic  flame  its  birth  ? 

Juft  fuch  a  fire  as  thine. 
Of  fuch  an  unmix'd  glorious  fhine. 

Was  Prometheus's  flame. 
Which  from  no  lefs  than  heaven  came. 
Along  he  brought  the  fparkling  coal. 
From  fome  coeleftial  chimney  ftole ; 
Quickly  the  plunder'd  ftars  he  left. 

And  as  he  haften'd  down 
With  the  robb'd  flames  his  hands  ftill  flione. 
And  feem'd  as  if  they  were  burnt  for  the  theft. 
Thy  poetry 's  compounded  of  the  fame. 
Such  a  bright  immortal  flame ; 
Juft  fo  temper'd  is  thy  rage. 
Thy  fires  as  light  and  pure  as  they. 
And  go  as  high  as  his  did,  if  not  higher. 
That  thou  may'll  feem  to  us 
A  true  Prometheus, 
But  that  thou  didft  not  fteal  the  leaft  fpark  of  thy  fire. 

IV. 
Such  as  thine  was  Arion's  verfe. 
Which  he  did  to  the  liftening  fifli  rehearfe ; 

Which  when  they  heard  play'd  on  his  lute. 
They  firft  curft  nature  that  flie  made  them  mute. 
So  noble  were  his  lines,  which  made  the  very  waves 
Strive  to  turn  his  Haves, 
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Lay  down  their  boifterous  noife. 
And  dance  to  his  harmonious  voice. 

Which  made  the  Syrens  lend  their  ear. 
And  from  his  fweeter  tunes  fome  treachery,- fear; 
Which  made  the  dolphin  proud. 
That  he  was  allow'd 
With  Atlas,  the  great  porter  of  the  ikies,  to  take 
Such  heavenly  mufic  up,  and  carry 't  on  his  back. 
So  full  and  graceful  thy  words  go. 
And  with  the  fame  majellic  fweetnefs  flow. 
Yet  his  verfe  only  carried  him  o'er  the  feas ; 
But  there  's  a  very  fea  of  wit  in  thefe. 
As  fait  and  boundlefs  as  the  other  ocean  is. 

V. 
Such  as  thine  are,  was  great  Amphion's  fong. 

Which  brought  the  wondering  ftones  along; 
The  wondering  ftones  fkipt  from  their  mother  earth. 
And  left  their  father  cold  as  his  firft  birth ; 
They  rofe,andknewnotby  what  magic  force  they  hung. 

So  were  his  words,  fo  plac'd  his  founds. 
Which  forc'd  the  marbles  rife  from  out  their  grounds. 

Which  cut  and  carved,  made  them  Ihine, 
A  work  which  can  be  outdone  by  none  but  thine. 
Th'  amazed  poet  faw  the  building  rife. 

And  knew  not  how  to  truft  his  eyes ; 
The  willing  mortar  came,  and  all  the  trees 

Leap  into  beams  he  fees. 

He  faw  the  ftreets  appear. 
Streets,  that  muft  needs  be  harmonious  there: 
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He  faw  the  walls  dance  round  t'  his  pipe. 

The  glorious  temple  (hew  its  head. 

He  faw  the  infant  city  ripe. 
And  all  like  the  creation  by  a  word  was  bred. 
So  great  a  verfe  is  thine,  which  though  it  will  not  ralfe 

Marble  monuments  to  thy  praife ; 
Yet  'tis  no  matter,  cities  they  muft  fall. 
And  houfes,  by  the  greateft  glutton  Time  be  eaten  all : 

But  thy  verfe  builds  a  fame  for  thee. 
Which  fire  cannot  devour,  nor  purify. 

Which  fword  and  thunder  doth  defy. 
As  round,  and  full,  as  the  great  circle  of  eternity. 

VI. 

To  thee  the  Englifh  tongue  doth  owe. 
That  it  need  not  feek 
For  elegancy  from  the  round-mouth'd  Greek; 
To  thee,  that  Roman  poets  now  may  hide. 

In  their  own  Latium,  their  head : 
To  thee,  that  our  enlarged  fpeech  can  fhew. 
Far  more  than  the  three  weftern  daughters  born 
Out  of  the  afhes  of  the  Roman  urn  : 
Daughters  born  of  a  mother,  which  did  yield  to  admit 
The  adulterate  feed  of  feveral  tongues  with  it; 
More  than  the  fmooth  Italian,  though  nature  gave 
That  tongue  in  poetry  a  genius  to  have. 

And  that  fhe  might  the  better  fit  it  to 't. 
Made  the  very  land  a  foot. 
More  than  the  Spanilh,  though  that  in  one  mafs 
The  Moorilh,  Jewifh,  Gothifli  treafures  has. 
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And  juft  as  in  their  kingdom,  in  their  tongue, 
Moft  quarters  of  the  earth  together  throng. 
More  than  the  courtly  French,  though  that  doth  pace. 
And  not  trot  o'er  the  tongue  its  race : 
That  has  not  any  tiling,  fo  elaborate  wit; 
Though  it  by  its  Aiding  feems  to  have  more  oil  in  it. 
Thy  foul  hath  gone  through  all  the  Mufes'  track; 
Where  never  poets  feet  were  feen  before, 
Hathpafs'd  thofe  fands  where  others  left  their  wrecks. 
And  {iiil'd  an  ocean  through,  which  fome  thought  had 
no  Ihore. 
Thy  fpirit  has  difcover'd  all  poetry; 
Thou  found'ft  no  tropics  in  the  poet's  fky. 
More  than  the  fun  can  do,  haft  brought  a  facred  flower 
To  Mount  ParnaflAis ;  and  haft  open'd  to  our  hand 
Apollo's  holy  land. 
Which  yet  hid  in  the  frigid  zone  did  lie. 
Thou  haft  fail'd  the  Mufes'  globes. 
Not  as  the  other  Drake,  or  Ca'ndifti  did,  to  rob. 
Thou  haft  brought  home  the  treafure  too. 
Which  yet  no  Spaniard  can  claim  his  due : 
Thou  haft  fearch'd  through  every  creek. 
From  the  Eail-Indies  of  the  poets'  world,  the  Greek, 
To  the  America  of  wit. 
Which  was  laft  known,  and  has  moft  gold  in  It. 

That  mother-tongue  which  we  do  fpeak. 
This  world  thy  greater  fpirit  has  run  through. 

And  view'd  and  conquer'd  too, 
A  world  as  round  and  large  as  th'  other  is. 
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And  yet  in  it  there  can  be  no  antipodes. 
For  none  hereafter  will  go  contrary  to  you. 

VII. 

Poets  till  now  deferv'd  excufe,  not  praife. 
Till  now  the  Mufes  liv'd  in  taverns,  and  the  bays 

That  they  were  truly  trees  did  ihew, 
Becaufe  by  fucking  liquor  they  did  only  grow. 
Verfes  were  counted  fiftion,  and  a  lye 

The  very  nature  of  good  poetry. 
He  was  a  poet  that  could  fpealc  leaft  truth : 
Sober  and  grave  men  fcorn'd  the  name. 
Which  once  was  thought  the  greateft  fame. 
Poets  had  nought  elfe  of  Apollo,  but  his  youth : 
Few  ever  fpake  in  rhyme,  but  that  their  feet 
The  trencher  of  fome  liberal  man  might  meet. 
Or  elfe  they  did  fome  rotten  miftrefs  paint. 
Call  her  their  goddefs,  or  their  faint. 
Though  contrary  in  this  they  to  their  mafter  run. 
For  the  great  god  of  wit,  the  fun. 
When  he  doth  ihew  his  miftrefs,  the  white  moon. 
He  makes  her  fpots,  as  well  as  beauty,  to  be  Ihewn. 
Till  now  the  fillers  were  too  old,  and  therefore  grew 
Extremely  fabulous  too : 
Till  you.  Sir,  came,  they  were  defpis'd; 

They  were  all  heathens  yet. 
Nor  ever  into  the  church  could  get ; 
And  though  they  had  a  font  fo  long,  yet  never  were 
baptis'd. 
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'  viir. 

You,  Sir,  have  rais'd  the  price  of  wit. 
By  bringing  in  more  ftore  of  it : 
Poetry,  the  queen  of  arts,  can  now 

Reign  without  difTembling  too. 
You've  fliewn  a  poet  muft  not  needs  be  bad; 
That  one  may  be  Apollo's  prieft. 
And  be  fill'd  with  his  oracles,  without  being  mad ; 
TiU  now,  wit  was  a  curfe  (as  to  Lot's  wife  , 

'Twas  to  be  turn'd  to  fait) 
Becaufe  it  made  men  lead  a  life 
Which  was  nought  elfe  but  one  continual  fault. 
You  iirft  the  Mufes  to  the  Chriftians  brought. 
And  you  then  firft  the  holy  language  taught : 
In  you  good  poetry  and  divinity  meet. 
You  are  the  iirft  bird  of  paradife  with  feet. 

IX. 

Your  Mifcellanies  do  appear 
Juft  fuch  another  glorious  indigefted  heap 
As  the  firft  mafs  was,  where 
All  heavens  and  ftars  inclofed  were. 
Before  they  each  one  to  their  place  did  leap. 
Before  God  the  great  cenfor  them  beftow'd. 
According  to  their  ranks,  in  feveral  tribes  abroad; 
Whilft  yet  fun  and  moon 
Were  in  perpetual  conjunftion: 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  were  but  one  milky  way. 
And  in  natural  embraces  lay. 
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Whilft  yet  none  of  the  lamps  of  heaven  might 
Call  this  their  own,  and  that  another's  light. 
So  glorious  a  lump  as  thine. 
Which  chemiftry  may  feparate,  but  not  refine : 

So  mixt,  fo  pure,  fo  united  does  it  fhine, 
A  chain  of  fand,  of  which  each  link  is  all  divine. 
X. 
Thy  Miftrefs  Ihews,  that  Cupid  is  not  always  blind. 
Where  we  a  pure  exalted  Mufe  do  find. 
Such  as  may  well  become  a  glorified  mind. 

Such  fongs  tune  angels  when  they  love. 
And  do  make  courtfhip  to  fome  fifter-mind  above 
(For  angels  need  not  fcorn  fuch  foft  defires. 
Seeing  thy  heart  is  touch'd  with  the  fame  fires). 

So  when  they  clothe  themfelves  in  flefh. 
And  their  light  in  fome  human  Ihapes  do  drefs 
(For  which  they  fetch'd  ftufFfrom  the  neighbouring  air) : 
So  when  they  ftoop,  to  like  fome  mortal  fair. 

Such  words,  fuch  odes  as  thine  they  ufe. 
With  fuch  foft  {trains,  love  into  her  heart  infufe. 
Thy  love  is  on  the  top,  if  not  above  mortality; 

Clean,  and  from  corruption  free. 
Such  as  aifeftions  in  eternity  fhall  be  ; 
Which  fhall  remain  unfpotted  there. 
Only  to  fhew  what  once  they  were : 
Thy  Cupid's  fhafts  all  golden  are; 
Thy  Venus  has  the  fait,  but  not  the  froth  o'th' fen, 
XL 
Thy  high  Pindarics  foar 
So  high,  where  never  any  wing  till  now  could  get; 


\ 

S  P  R  AT's     P  O  E  M  S.  473 

And  yet  thy  wit 
Doth  feem  (o  great,  as  thofe  that  do  fly  lower. 

Thou  ftand'fl:  on  Pindar's  back  ; 
And  therefore  thou  a  higher  flight  dorl;  take  : 
Only  thou  art  the  eagle,  he  the  wren. 
Thou  haft  brought  him  from  the  duft. 
And  made  him  live  again. 
Pindar  has  left  his  barbarous  Greece,  and  thinks  it  juft 

To  be  led  by  thee  to  the  Englifli  fliore ; 
An  honour  to  him  :  Alexander  did  no  more. 
Nor  fcarce  fo  much,  when  he  did  fave  his  houfe  before. 
When  his  word  did  aflTuage 
A  warlike  army's  violent  rage : 
Thou  haft  given  to  his  name. 
Than  that  great  conqueror  fav'd  him  from,  a  brighter 

flame. 
He  only  left  fome  walls  where  Pindar's  name  might  ftay. 
Which  with  time  and  age  decay : 
But  thou  haft  made  him  once  again  to  live ; 
Thou  didft  to  him  new  life  and  breathing  give. 
And  as  in  the  laft  refurredlion. 
Thou  haft  made  him  rife  more  glorious,  and  put  on 
More  majefty  ;  a  greater  foul  is  given  to  him,  by  you. 
Than  ever  he  in  happy  Thebes  or  Greece  could  fliew, 

XII. 

Thy  David  too — 
But  hold  thy  headlong  pace,  my  Mufe ; 
None  but  the  prieft  himfelf  doth  ufe 
Into  the  holieft  place  to  go, 

VOL.  XXVI.  T 
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Check  thy  young  Pindaric  heat. 
Which  makes  thy  pen  too  much  to  Aveat ; 
'Tis  but  an  infant  yet. 
And  juft  now  left  the  teat. 
By  Cowley's  matchlefs  pattern  nurft: 
Therefore  it  is  not  fit 
That  it  fhould  dare  to  fpeak  fo  much  at  firfl. 
No  more,  no  more  for  fhame. 
Let  not  thy  verfe  be,  as  his  worth  is,  infinite : 
It  is  enough  that  thou  haft  learn'd,  and  fpoke  thy 
father's  name. 
He  that  thinks.  Sir,  he  can  enough  praife  you. 
Had  need  of  brazen  lungs  and  forehead  too. 


EPIGRAM 

ON     A     pigmy's     death. 

T>ESTRtDE  an  ant  a  Pigmy  great  and  tall 

Was  thrown,  alas !  and  got  a  dreadful  fall ; 
Under  th'  unruly  bcall's  proud  feet  he  lies. 
All  torn  ;  but  yet  with  generous  ardour  cries, 
♦'  Behold,  bafe,  envious  world,  now,  now  laugh  on, 
"  For  thus  I  fall,  and  thus  fell  Phaeton!" 
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ON    THE     DEATH    OF 

HIS    MOST    SACRED    MAJESTY 

KING       CHARLES       II. 

■pAREWEL,  great  Charles,  monarch  of  blefl:  renown. 

The  beft  good  man  that  ever  fiU'd  a  throne; 
Whom  Nature  as  her  higheft  pattern  wrought. 
And  mix'd  both  fexes  virtues  in  one  draught ; 
Wifdom  for  councils,  bravery  in  war. 
With  all  the  mild  good-nature  of  the  fair. 
The  woman's  fwcetnefs,  temper'd  manly  wit. 
And  loving  pow'r,  did  crown'd  with  meeknefs  lit  j 
His  awful  perfon  reverence  engag'd. 
With  mild  addrefs  and  tendernefs  afTwag'd: 
Thus  the  almighty  gracious  King  above. 
Does  both  command  our  fear,  and  win  our  love. 
T4. 
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With  wonders  born,  by  miracles  preferv'd, 
A  heavenly  Hoft  the  infant's  cradle  ferv'd : 
And  men  his  healing  empire's  omen  read. 
When  fun  with  ftars,  and  day  with  night  agreed. 
His  youth  for  valorous  patience  was  renovvn'd; 
Like  David,  perfecuted  firft,  then  crown'd  : 
Lov'd  in  all  courts,  admir'd  where'er  he  came. 
At  once  our  nation's  glory,  and  its  Ihame : 
They  blefl  the  ifle  where  fuch  great  fpirits  dwell, 
Abhorr'd  the  men,  that  could  fuch  worth  expel. 
To  fpare  our  lives,  he  meekly  did  defeat 
Thofe  Sauls,  whom  wand'ring  affes  made  fo  great; 
Waiting  till  heav'n's  eledion  fhould  be  fhown. 
And  the  Almighty  fhould  his  unftion  own. 

And  own  he  did his  powerful  arm  difplay'd; 

And  Ifrael,  the  belov'd  of  God,  obey'd; 
Call'd  by  his  people's  tears,  he  came,  he  eas'd 
The  groaning  nation,  the  black  ftorms  appeas'd. 
Did  greater  bleffings,  than  he  took,  afford; 
England  itfelf  was  more,  than  he,  reftor'd. 
Unhappy  Albion,  by  flrange  ills  opprefs'd. 
In  various  fevers  toft,  could  find  no  refl ; 
Quite  fpent  and  weary'd,  to  his  arms  fhe  fled. 
And  refted  on  his  fhoulders  her  fair  bending  head. 

In  conquefts  mild,  he  came  from  exile  kind ; 
No  climes,  no  provocations,  chang'd  his  mind  ; 
No  malice  fhew'd,  no  hate,  revenge,  or  pride. 
But  rul'd  as  meekly,  as  his  father  dy'd  ; 
Eas'd  us  from  endlefs  wars,  made  difcords  ceafcr 
Reftor'd  to  quiet,  and  maintain'd  in  peace. 
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A  mighty  feries  of  new  time  began. 
And  rolling  years  in  joyful  circles  ran. 
Then  wealth  the  city,  bufinefs  fiU'd  the  port. 
To  mirth  our  tumults  turn'd,  our  wars  to  fport : 
Then  learning  flourifh'd,  blooming  arts  did  fpring. 
And  the  glad  Mufes  prun'd  their  drooping  wing : 
Then  did  our  flying  towers  improvement  know. 
Who  now  command  as  far  as  winds  can  blow ; 
With  canvafs  wings  round  all  the  globe  they  fly. 
And,  built  by  Charles's  art,  all  ftorms  defy  ; 
To  every  coaft  with  ready  fails  are  hurl'd. 
Fill  us  witli  wealth,  and  with  our  fame  the  world ; 
From  whofe  diftradions  feas  do  us  divide ; 
Their  riches  here  in  floating  caftles  ride. 
We  reap  the  fwarthy  Indian's  fweat  and  toil  ; 
Their  fruit,  without  the  mifchiefs  of  their  foil. 
Here  in  cool  ftiades  their  gold  and  pearls  receive. 
Free  from  the  heat  which  does  their  4uftre  give. 
In  Perfian  fdks,  eat  Eaflern  fpice  ;  fecure 
From  burning  fluxes,  and  their  calenture  : 
Under  our  vines,  upon  the  peaceful  fliore. 
We  fee  all  Europe  tofl:,  hear  tempefts  roar  : 
Rapine,  fword,  wars,  and  famine,  rage  abroad. 
While  Charles  their  hoft,  like  Jove  from  Ida,  aw'd  ; 
Us  from  our  foes,  and  from  ourfelves  did  fhield. 
Our  towns  from  tumults,  and  from  arms  the  field  ; 
For  when  bold  Faftion  goodnefs  could  difdain. 
Unwillingly  he  us'd  a  ftraiter  rein  : 
In  the  flill  gentle  voice  he  lov'd  to  fpeak. 
But  could  with  thunder  harden'd  rebels  break. 
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Yet  though  they  wak'd  the  laws,  his  tender  mind 
Was  undifturb'd,  in  wrath  feverely  kind  ; 
Tempting  his  power,  and  urging  to  alTume ; 
Thus  Jove  in  love  did  Semele  confume. 
As  the  flout  oak,  when  round  his  trunk  the  vine 
Does  in  foft  wreaths  and  amorous  foldings  twine, 
Eafy  and  flight  appears  ;  the  winds  from  far 
Summon  their  noify  forces  to  the  war  : 
But  though  fo  gentle  feems  his  outward  form. 
His  hidden  llrength  out-braves  the  loudeft  llorm  : 
Firmer  he  ftands,  and  boldly  keeps  the  field. 
Shewing  flout  minds,  when  unprovok'd,  are  mUd. 
So  when  the  good  man  made  the  crowd  prefume. 
He  lliew'd  himfelf,  and  did  the  king  afTume : 
For  goodnefs  in  excefs  may  be  a  fm, 
Juftice  mull  tame,  whom  mercy  cannot  win. 
Thus  winter  fixes  the  unliable  fea. 
And  teaches  refllefs  water  conflancy. 
Which  under  the  warm  influence  of  bright  days. 
The  fickle  motion  of  each  blafl  obeys. 
To  bridle  fadlions,  flop  rebellion's  courfe. 
By  eafy  methods,  vanquilh  without  force  ; 
Relieve  the  good,  bold  flubborn  foes  fubdue, 
Mildnefs  in  wrath,  meeknefs  in  anger  Ihew, 
Were  arts  great  Charles's  prudence  only  knew. 
To  fright  the  bad,  thus  awful  thunder  rolls. 
While  the  bright  bow  fecures  the  faithful  fouls. 
Such  is  thy  glory,  Charles,  thy  lalling  name. 
Brighter  than  our  proud  neighbour's  guilty  fame ; 
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More  noble  than  the  fpoils  that  battles  yield. 

Or  all  the  empty  triumphs  of  the  field. 

'Tis  lefs  to  conquer,  than  to  make  war  ceafe. 

And  without  fighting,  awe  the  world  to  peace : 

For  proudeft  triumphs  from  contempt  arife; 

The  vanquifh'd  firil  the  conqueror's  arms  defpife : 

Won  enfigns  are  the  gaudy  marks  of  fcorn. 

They  brave  the  viiSlor  firft,  and  then  adorn. 

But  peaceful  monarchs  reign  like  gods :  while  none 

Difpute,  all  love,  blefs,  reverence  their  throne. 

Tigers  and  bears,  with  all  the  favage  hoft. 

May  boldnefs,  ftrength,  and  daring  conqueft  boafl; 

But  the  fweet  paffions  of  a  generous  mind 

Are  the  prerogative  of  human-kind; 

The  god-like  image,  on  our  clay  impreft. 

The  darling  attribute  which  heaven  loves  beft : 

In  Charles  fo  good  a  man  and  king,  we  fee 

A  double  image  of  the  deity. 

Oh  !  had  he  more  refembled  it !    Oh,  why 

Was  he  not  ftill  more  like,  and  could  not  die? 

Now  do  our  thoughts  alone  enjoy  his  name. 

And  faint  ideas  of  our  bleffing  frame  ! 

In  Thames,  the  Ocean's  darling,  England's  pride. 

The  pleafing  emblem  of  his  reign  does  glide : 

Thames  the  fupport  and  glory  of  our  ifle. 

Richer  than  Tagus,  or  ^Egyptian  Nile : 

Though  no  rich  fand  in  him,  no  pearls  are  found. 

Yet  fields  rejoice,  his  meadows  laugh  around; 

Lefs  wealth  his  bofom  holds,  lefs  guilty  ftores. 

For  he  exhaufts  himfelf,  t' enrich  the  (hores. 
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Mild  and  ferene  the  peaceful  current  flows. 

No  angry  foam,  no  raging  furges  knows; 

No  dreadful  wrecks  upon  his  banks  appear. 

His  cryftal  ftream  unftain'd  by  widows  tear. 

His  channel  ftrong  and  eafy,  deep  and  clear. 

No  arbitrary  inundations  fweep 

The  ploughman's  hopes,  and  life  into  the  deep 

His  even  waters  the  old  limits  keep. 

But  oh!  he  ebbs,  the  fmiling  waves  decay. 

For  ever,  lovely  ftream,  for  ever  ftay ! 

To  the  black  fea  his  filent  courfe  does  bend. 

Where  the  beft  ftreams,  the  longeft  rivers,  end. 

His  fpotlefs  waves  there  undiftinguilh'd  pafs. 

None  fee,  how  clear,  how  bounteous,  fvveet,  he  was. 

No  difference  now,  though  late  fo  much,  is  feen, 

'Twixt  him,  fierce  Rhine,  and  the  impetuous  Seine. 

But,  lo  !  the  joyful  tide  our  hopes  reftores. 
And  dancing  waves  extend  the  wid'ning  fhores. 
James  is  our  Charles  in  all  things  but  in  name : 
Thus  Thames  is  daily  loft,  yet  ftill  the  fame. 
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ODE 

ON    THE    MARRIAGE    OF    THE 

PRINCESS    ANNE     AND    PRINCE    GEORGE    OF 
DENMARK. 

I. 

TiTHiLST  black  defigns  (that  direful  work  of  Fate) 

Diftradl  the  labouring  ftate ; 
WhUft  (Eke  the  fea)  around  loud  difcords  roar. 
Breaking  their  fury  on  the  frighted  fhore ; 
And  England  does  like  brave  Vienna  Hand, 
Befieg'd  by  Infidels  on  either  hand; 
What  means  this  peaceful  train,  this  pompous  fight  ? 

What  means  this  royal  beauteous  pair  ? 
This  troop  of  youths  and  virgins  heavenly  fair. 

That  does  at  once  aftonilh  and  delight; 
Great  Charles,  and  his  illuftrlous  brother  here. 

No  bold  aflaffinate  need  fear; 

Here  is  no  harmful  weapon  found. 
Nothing  but  Cupid's  darts  and  Beauty  here  can  wound. 

II. 

How  grateful  does  this  fcene  appear 

To  us,  who  might  too  juftly  fear 

We  never  ftiould  have  feen  again 

Aught  bright,  but  armour  on  the  plain! 
Ne'er  in  their  chearful  garb  t'  have  feen  the  fair. 
While  rJl,  with  melting  eyes  and  wild  dilhevel'd  hair. 
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Had  mourn'd  their  brothers,  fons,  and  hufbands  flain. 

Thefe  dufky  fliadows  make  this  fcene  more  bright; 

The  horror  adds  to  the  delight. 
This  glorious  pomp  our  fpirits  chears ;  from  hence 
We  lucky  omens  take,  new  happinefs  commence. 

III. 

Thus  when  the  gathering  clouds  a  ftorm  prepare. 
And  their  black  force  aflbciate  in  the  air ; 
(Endeavouring  to  eclipfe  the  bounteous  light. 

Who,  with  kind  warmth,  and  powerful  rays. 
Them  to  that  envy'd  height 
From  their  mean  native  earth  did  raife) 

A  thoughtful  fadnefs  fits  on  all, 
Expefting  where  the  fuU-charg'd  clouds  will  fall  : 
But  if  the  heavenly  bow 

Deck'd  like  a  gaudy  bride  appears. 

And  all  her  various  robes  difplays. 
Painted  by  th'  conquering  fun's  triumphant  rays. 

It  mortals  drooping  fpirits  chears ; 

Frefh  joy,  new  light,  each  vifage  wears : 

Again  the  feaman  trufts  the  main. 
The  jocund  fwains  their  coverts  leave  again ; 

Again,  in  pleafant  warbling  notes. 
The  chearful  poets  of  the  wood  extend  their  tuneful 
throats. 

IV. 

Then,  then,  my  Mufe,  raife  with  the  lyre  thy  voice. 
And  with  thy  lays  make  fields  and  woods  rejoice : 


ANODE.  287 

For,  lo !  tKe  heavenly  pledge  appears. 
And  in  bright  charafters  the  promife  bears ; 
The  faftious  deluge  fhall  prevail  no  more ; 

In  vain  they  foam,  in  vain  they  rage, 

BufFet  in  vain  the  unmov'd  Ihore, 
Her  charms,  and  Charles's  power,  their  fury  fhall  af- 

fwage. 
See  !  fee  !  how  decently  the  bafhful  bride 
Does  bear  her  conqueft ;  with  how  little  pride 
She  views  that  prince,  the  captive  of  her  charms. 

Who  made  the  North  with  fear  to  quake. 

And  did  that  powerful  empire  fhake ; 
Before  whofe  arms,  when  great  Guftavus  led. 

The  frighted  Roman  Eagles  fled. 

V. 

Whatever  then  was  his  defire. 
His  cannons  did  command  in  fire : 
Now  he  himfelf  for  pity  prays. 
His  love  in  timorous  fighs  he  breathes. 
While  all  his  fpoils,  and  glorious  wreaths 
Of  laurel,  at  her  feet  the  vanquiHi'd  warrior  lays. 
Great  prince !  by  that  fubmiffion  you  '11  gain  more 
Than  e'er  your  haughty  courage  won  before; 
Here  on  your  knees  a  greater  trophy  gain. 
Than  that  you  brought  from  Lunfden's  famous  plain; 
Where,  when  your  brother,  fired  with  fuccefs. 
Too  daringly  upon  the  foe  did  prefs. 
And  was  a  captive  made,  then  you  alone 
Did  with  your  Angle  arm  fupport  the  throne : 
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Your  gen'rous  breaft,  with  fury  boiling  o'er. 
Like  lightning  through  their  fcatter'd  troops  you  flew. 
And  from  th'  amazed  foe  the  royal  prize  in  triumph 
bore. 

VI. 

You  have  your  anceftors  in  this  one  a£t  out-done. 
Though  their  fuccefsful  arms  did  this  whole  ifle  o'er- 
run. 
They,  to  revenge  a  raviih'd  lady,  came. 
You,  to  enjoy  one  fpotlefs  as  your  fame  : 
Before  them,  as  they  march'd,  the  country  fled. 
And  back  behind  them  threw 
Their  curfes  as  they  flew; 
On  the  bleak  fhore,  expefting  you,  they  ftand, 
And  with  glad  fliouts  condudt  to  land : 
Through  gaping  crowds  you're  forc'd  to  prefs 
your  way. 
While  virgins  figh,  the  young  men  fliout,  and  old  ones 

pray. 
And  with  this  beauteous  lady  you  may  gain 

(This  lady,  that  alone 
Of  greater  value  is  than  any  throne) 
Without  that  rapine,  guilt,  and  hate. 
By  a  calm  and  even  fate. 
That  empire,  which  they  did  fo  fliort  a  while  maintain. 
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ODE 

ON     THE    SAME    OCCASION*. 
I. 

■TTiNc,  hinc,  Camcenae,  cedite  Inutiles, 
Nam  cor  potenti  numine  gaudium 
Afflavit,  exultanfque  pedlus 
Corripuit  meliore  flamma. 
Talefque  cantus  fundere  geftio, 
Ifmene,  quales  auribus  hauferas 
Utrifque,  quando  Dithyrambis 
Pindarus  incaluit  folutis. 
Dum  nefcit  :Equo  flumine  gaudium 
Prolabi,  et  arftis  limitibus,  vage 

Nunc  hue  redundans,  nunc  retrorfum, 
Vorticibus  furit  inquietis. 
Adfis,  triumphos  dum  canimus  tuos, 
Adfis,  Cupido,  illabere  peftori: 
Dum  perfonamus  te,  decoris 

Carminibus,  bona  Cypris,  adfis. 
Cypron  beatam  fperne  volatilis. 
Hue,  hue  Amorum  fepta  cohortibus, 
Molire  grefTus,  ad  Britannos 
Cxruleos  age.  Diva,  currus. 

*  From     the    "  Hymenaeus     Catabrigienfis.       Cantabrigise, 

'*  1683." See   the    preceding    poem   by    Mr.    Montagu,    in 

Englifli,    on    the  fame  occafion.     This    Latin    Ode    (or  rather 
Medley)  is  much  better  than  his  Engliih  piece.   Kynaston. 

VOL.  XXVI.  V 
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Fallor?  an  ex  l^va  Convexi  parte  fereni 

Diva  vocata  venit? 
Ecce  !  citis  magnum  (pendens  in  verbere  prona) 

Tranat  inane  rotis. 
Fronde  comas,  auroque  premit  pulcherrima,  Martem 

Qualis  adire  folet. 
Gaudia,  Blanditias,  hilari  vultuque  renidens 

Spargit  ubique  Jocos. 
Lafcivus  pi£las  jaflantior  explicat  alas 

Idaliufque  puer. 
Adventu  difperfa  Deae  funt  nubila,  vend 

Nee  fremuere  minis. 
Dum  Nymphas  una  ante  alias  formofior  omnes, 

Dignaque  cura  Deae, 
Sic  paeana  canit,  ccelum  et  modulamine  complet 

Vox  fociata  lyrs : 

"  Egregiam  laudem,  Venus,  et  fpolia  ampla  refertis 
Tuque,  Puerque  tuus ;  fi  Virgo  Britannica  vidla- 
Agnofcat  numen  (mentem  jam  faucia)  vefirum. . 
Si  votis,  ii  faeva  ullis  infueta  moveri, 
Aut  precibus  prasbere  fuas  tradlabilis  aures. 
Ilium  jam  fentit,  quern  non  miferata  furorem  eft. 
Fervidus  et  Danije  Princeps,  cui  prselia  curse, 
(Deteftata  Tibi)   piftls  et  fplendor  in  armis. 
Qui  nee  militiam  veftram,  nee  caftra,  Cupido, 
Novit,  fed  flammas  et  inania  fpicula  rifit, 
Dum  trepidos  Suecos  ardens  agit  requore  campi. 
Jam  Venerem  accipiens  invicto  peftore  totam, 
Extendit  palmas  ad  numina  l^fa  rebelles. 


PRINCE    OF   DENMARK'S   MARRIAGE.       291 

Jam  non  belJa  placent,  et  lituo  lyram 
Pra;fert,  atque  caput  Itali  cafiide  ferrea 
Urgeri  folitum,  divitis  Itali 
Unguentum  redolens,  fuae 

Reclinat  gremio  Conjugis  ;  immemor 
Somni,  dumque  vagis  luminibus  Deam 
Perluftrat,  rofeis  ofcula  qu^  labris 
Libavit  fitiens  bibit, 

Deponitque  gravi  militia  latus 
Defeflum  in  thalamo  laetus  amabili ; 
Hac  mercede  juvant  vulnera,  fie  caput 
ObjeciiTe  periculis. 

Plaudit,  Dione,  laeta  Britannia, 
Olim  cruentum  nee  meminit  mare, 
Fufosve  Cives  indecore,  aut 
Regna  Dano  populata  forti ; 

Hxc  dum  renidens  vindicat  omnia 

Pulchrio  ocellis  Anna,  Georgium 

Ducenfque  captivum  catenis. 

Per  thalamum  graditur  triumphans. 

Tuifque  furgit  laudibus  HafFnia, 
Volvendo  retro  fecula  prscinens. 
Cum  Cimber  Anglo  jundlus  omni 
Det  trepido  fua  jura  Mundo. 

16  Dione !   Suecia  jam  canit, 
Pulfos  colonos  dum  neque  fulgidis 
Deterret  armis,  nee  tremendo 
Georgius  indomitus  tumuitu, 
u  2 
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Vos,  Par  beatum,  ter,  ter  et  amplius, 
Vos  obligatam  ferte  Deae  dapem, 
Semperque  amantes  Hanc  benignam 
Perpetuo  celebrate  plaufu !" 
Carolus  Montagu,  Ge?2erofus,etA.M.Tnn.  Coll. 

THE     MAN     OF     HONOUR. 

OCCASIONED     BY 

A    POSTSCRIPT    OF    PENN's    LETTER. 

■KTOT  all  the  threats  or  favour  of  a  crown, 

A  prmce's  vvhifper,  or  a  tyrant's  frown. 
Can  awe  the  fpirit,  or  allure  the  mind. 
Of  him,  who  to  llrift  Honour  is  inclin'd. 
Though  all  the  pomp  and  pleafure  that  does  wait   "J 
On  public  places,  and  affairs  of  ftate,  > 

Should  fondly  court  him  to  be  bafe  and  great ;        J 
With  even  paffions,  and  with  fettled  face. 
He  would  remove  the  harlot's  falfe  embrace. 

Though  all  the  ftorms  and  tempefts  fhould  arife. 
That  church-magicians  in  their  cells  advife. 
And  from  their  fettled  bafis  nations  tear. 
He  would  unmov'd  the  mighty  ruin  bear; 
Secure  in  innocence  contemn  them  all. 
And  decently  array'd  in  honours  fall. 

For  this,  brave  Shrev-^fbury  and  Lumley's  name 
Shall  ftand  the  foremoft  in  the  lift  of  fame ; 
Who  firft  with  fteady  minds  the  current  broke. 
And  to  the  fuppliant  monarch  boldly  fpoke ; 
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*«  Great  Sir,  renown'd  for  conftancy,  how  juft 
"  Have  we  obey'd  the  crown,  and  ferv'd  our  truft, 
*'  Efpous'd  your  caufe  and  intereft  in  diilrefs, 
*'  Yourfelf  muft  witnefs,  and  our  foes  confefs  ! 
"  Permit  us  then  ill  fortune  to  accufe, 
'*  That  you  at  laft  unhappy  councils  ufe, 
**  And  aflc  tlie  only  thing  we  muft  refufe. 
*'  Our  lives  and  fortunes  freely  we  'II  expofe, 
*'  Honour  alone  we  cannot,  muft  not  lofe ; 
"  Honour,  that  fpark  of  the  celeftial  fire, 
**  That  above  nature  makes  mankind  afpire ; 
**  Ennobles  the  rude  paffions  of  our  frame 
"  With  thirft  of  glory,  and  defire  of  fame  ; 
*'  The  richeft  treafure  of  a  generous  breaft, 
*'  That  gives  the  ftamp  and  ft,andard  to  the  reft. 
"  Wit,   ftrength,  and  courage,  are  wild  dangerous 

*'  force, 
"  Unlefs  this  foftens  and  dlrefts  their  courfe  ; 
"  And  would  you  rob  us  of  the  nobleft  part  ? 
"  Accept  a  facrifice  without  a  heart? 
"  'Tis  much  beneath  the  greatnefs  of  a  throne, 
*'  To  take  the  cafket  when  the  jewel 's  gone; 
"  Debauch  our  principles,  corrupt  our  race, 
"  And  teach  the  nobles  to  be  falfe  and  bafe ; 
♦*  What  confidence  can  you  in  them  repofe, 
*'  Who,  ere  they  ferve  you,  all  their  value  lofe? 
"  Who  once  enflave  their  confcience  to  their  luft, 
"  Have  loft  their  reins,  and  can  no  more  be  juft. 

"  Of  honour,  men  at  firft  lilce  women  nice, 
*'  Raife  maiden  fcruples  at  unpradHs'd  vice ; 
V3 
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"  Their  modeft  nature  curbs  the  ftruggling  flame, 

*'  And  ftifles  what  they  wifh  to  aft,  with  fhame : 

*'  But  once  this  fence  thrown  down,  when  they  per- 

"  ceive 
*'  That  they  may  tafte  forbidden  fruit  and  live  ; 
"  They  flop  not  here  their  courfe,  but  fafely  in, 
*'  Grow  ftrong,  luxuriant,  and  bold  in  fin ; 
*'  True  to  no  principles,  prefs  forward  llill, 
"  And  only  bound  by  appetite  their  will : 
"  Now  fawn  and  flatter,  while  this  tide  prevails, 
"  But  fliift  with  every  veering  blall  their  fails. 
*'  Mark  thofe  that  meanly  truckle  to  your  power, 
"  They  once  deferted,  and  chang'd  fides  before, 
*'  And  would  to-morrow  Mahomet  adore. 
*'  On  higher  fprings  true  men  of  honour  move, 
**  Free  is  their  fervice,  and  unbought  their  love : 
*'  When  danger  calls,  and  honour  leads  the  way, 
*'  With  joy  they  follow,  and  with  pride  obey : 
"  When  the  rebellious  foe  came  rolling  on, 
**  And  fliook  with  gathering  multitudes  the  throne, 
"  Where  were  the  minions  then?  What  arm,  what  force, 
*'  Could  they  oppofe  to  flop  the  torrent's  courfe  ? 

"  Then  Pembroke,  then  the  nobles  firmly  fl:ood, 
"  Free  of  their  lives,  and  lavifh  of  their  blood  ; 
**  But,  when  your  orders  to  mean  ends  decline, 
*'  With  the  fame  conflancy  they  all  refign." 

Thus  fpake  the  youth,  who  open'd  firft  the  way. 
And.  was  the  Phofph'rus  to  the  dawning  day ; 
Follow'd  by  a  more  glorious  fplendid  hofl:. 
Than  any  age,  onany  realm  can  boail: . 
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So  great  their  fame,  fo  numerous  their  train. 
To  name  were  endlefs,  and  to  praifc  in  vain; 
But  Herbert  and  great  Oxford  merit  more  ; 
Bold  is  their  flight,  and  more  fublime  they  foar ; 
So  high  their  virtue  as  yet  wants  a  name. 
Exceeding  wonder,  and  furpaffing  fame : 
Rife,  glorious  church,  eredl  thy  radiant  head  ; 
The  ftorm  is  paft,  th' impending  tempeft  fled; 
Had  Fate  decreed  thy  ruin  or  difgrace. 
It  had  not  given  fuch  fons  fo  brave  a  race ; 
"When  for  dellrudlion  heaven  a  realm  defigns. 
The  fymptoms  firlt  appear  in  flavlfh  minds. 
Thefe  men  would  prop  a  fmking  nation's  weight. 
Stop  falling  vengeance,  and  reverfe  ev'n  fate. 
Let  other  nations  boafi:  their  fruitful  foil. 
Their  fragrant  fpices,  their  rich  wine  and  oil ; 
In  breathing  colours,  and  in  living  paint. 
Let  them  excel ;  their  maftery  we  grant. 
But  to  inftruft  the  mind,  to  arm  the  foul 
With  virtue  which  no  dangers  can  control ; 
Exalt  the  thought,  a  fpeedy  courage  lend. 
That  horror  cannot  fhake,  or  pleafure  bend  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Englifli  arts,  thefe  we  profefs. 
To  be  the  fame  in  mifery  and  fuccefs  ; 
To  teach  oppreflbrs  law,  affift  the  good. 
Relieve  the  wretched,  and  fubdue  the  proud. 
Such  are  our  fouls :  but  what  doth  worth  avail 
"When  kings  commit  to  hungry  priefts  the  fcale  ? 
All  merit 's  light  when  they  difpofe  the  weight. 
Who  either  would  embroil  or  rule  the  Hate, 
U4 
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Defame  thofe  heroes  who  their  yoke  refufe. 

And  blaft  that  honefty  they  cannot  ufe ; 

The  ftrength  and  fafcty  of  the  crown  deftroy. 

And  the  king's  power  againft  himfelf  employ ; 

Affront  his  friends,  deprive  him  of  the  brave  ; 

Bereft  of  thefe,  he  muft  become  their  flave. 

Men,  like  our  money,  come  the  moft  in  play. 

For  being  bafe,  and  of  a  coarfe  allay. 

The  richeft  medals,  and  the  pureft  gold. 

Of  native  value,  and  exafteft  mould. 

By  worth  conceal'd,  in  private  clofets  Ihine, 

For  vulgar  ufe  too  precious  and  too  fine ; 

Whilll  tin  and  copper  with  new  flamping  bright. 

Coin  of  bafe  metal,  counterfeit  and  light. 

Do  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  nation's  turn, 

Rais'd  in  contempt,  us'd  and  employ'd  in  fcorn; 

So  fhining  virtues  are  for  courts  too  bright, 

Whofe  guilty  aftions  fly  the  fearching  light: 

Rich  in  themfelves,  difdaining  to  afpire. 

Great  without  pomp,  they  willingly  retire  ; 

Give  place  to  fools,  whofe  rafh  misjudging  fenfe 

Increafes  the  weak  meafures  of  their  prince ; 

They  blindly  and  implicitly  run  on. 

Nor  fee  thofe  dangers  which  the  others  fhun: 

Who,  flow  to  aft,  each  bufinefs  duly  weigh, 

Advife  with  freedom,  and  with  care  obey  ; 

With  wifdom  fatal  to  their  intcreft,  ftrive 

To  make  their  monarch  lov'd,  and  nation  thrive. 

Such  have  no  place  where  priells  and  women  reign. 

Who  love  fierce  drivers,  and  a  loofer  rein. 
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AN       EPISTLE 

T    O 

CHARLES     EARL    OF    DORSET, 

OCCASIONED      BY 

HIS  majesty's  victory  in  IRELAND,  1690. 

TTTHAT  !  fhall  the  king  the  nation's  genius  raife. 
And  make  us  rival  our  great  Edward's  daysj 
Yet  not  one  Mufe,  worthy  a  conqueror's  name. 
Attend  his  triumphs,  and  record  his  fame? 
Oh,  Dorfet !  you  alone  this  fault  can  mend. 
The  Mufes'  darling,  confident,  and  friend; 
The  poets  are  your  charge,  and,  if  unfit. 
You  fliould  be  fin'd  to  furnifh  abler  wit ; 
Oblig'd  to  quit  your  eafe,  and  draw  again. 
To  paint  the  greateft  hero,  the  bell  pen. 

A  hero,  who  thus  early  doth  out-fhine 
The  ancient  honours  of  his  glorious  line ; 
And,  foaring  more  fublimely  to  renown. 
The  memory  of  their  pious  triumphs  drown; 
Whofe  aftions  are  deliver'd  o'er  to  fame. 
As  types  and  figures  of  his  greater  name. 

When  Fate  fome  mighty  genius  has  defign'd. 
For  the  relief  and  wonder  of  mankind. 
Nature  takes  time  to  anfwcr  the  intent. 
And  climbs,  by  flow  degrees,  the  fteep  afcent: 
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She  tolls  and  labours  with  the  growing  weight. 

And  watches  carefully  the  fteps  of  fate ; 

Till  all  the  feeds  of  providence  unite. 

To  fet  the  hero  in  a  happy  light ; 

Then,  in  a  lucky  and  propitious  hour. 

Exerts  her  force,  and  calls  forth  all  her  power. 

In  Naflau's  race  Ihe  made  this  long  effay: 
Heroes  and  patriots  prepar'd  the  way, 
And'promis'd,  in  their  dawn,  this  brighter  day; 
A  public  fpirit  diftinguifh'd  all  the  line, 
Sueceffive  virtues  in  each  branch  did  fhinei 
Tiil  this  laft  glory  rofe,  and  crown'd  the  great  de- 

V  fign. 
Bleft  be  his  name  !  and  peaceful  lie  his  grave. 
Who  durft  his  native  foil,  loft  Holland,  fave ! 
But  William's  genius  takes  a  wider  fcope. 
And  gives  the  injur'd,  in  all  kingdoms,  hope; 
Born  to  fubdue  infulting  tyrants'  rage. 
The  ornament  and  terror  of  the  aee ; 
The  refuge  where  afflifted  nations  find 
Relief  from  thofe  opprefTors  of  mankind. 
Whom  laws  reftrain  not,  and  no  oaths  can  bind. 
Him,  their  deliverer  Europe  does  confefs. 
All  tongues  extol,  and  all  religions  blefs; 
The  Po,  the  Danube,  Boetis,  and  the  Rhine, 
United  in  his  praife,  their  wonder  join ; 
While,  in  the  public  caufe,  he  takes  the  field. 
And  (helter'd  nations  fight  behind  his  fhield. 
His  foes  themfelves  dare  not  applaufe  refufe  : 
And  lliall  fuch  actions  want  a  faithful  MufcJ 
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Poets  have  this  to  boaft :  without  their  aid. 
The  frefheft  laurels  nipp'd  by  malice,  fade. 
And  virtue  to  oblivion  is  betray'd : 
The  proudeft  honours  have  a  narrow  date, 
Unlefs  they  vindicate  their  names  from  fate. 

But  who  is  equal  to  fuftain  the  part? 
Dryden  has  numbers,  but  he  wants  a  heart; 
Injoin'd  a  penance,  which  is  too  fevere 
For  playing  once  the  fool,  to  perfevere. 
Others,  who  knew  the  trade,  have  laid  it  down; 
And,  looking  round,  I  find  you  ftand  alone. 

How,  Sir,  can  you,  or  any  Englifh  Mufe, 
Our  country's  fame,  our  monarch's  arms,  refufe  ? 

'Tis  not  my  want  of  gratitude,  but  (kill. 
Makes  me  decline  what  I  can  ne'er  fulfil. 
I  cannot  fmg  of  conquefts  as  I  ought. 
And  my  breath  fails  to  fwell  a  lofty  note. 
I  know  my  compafs,  and  my  Mufe's  fize. 
She  loves  to  fport  and  play,  but  dares  not  rife  : 
Idly  afFefts,  in  this  familiar  way. 
In  eafy  numbers  loofely  to  convey. 
What  mutual  friendlhip  would  at  diftance  fay. 

Poets  affume  another  tone  and  voice. 
When  viftory  's  their  theme,  and  arms  their  choice. 
To  follow  heroes  in  the  chace  of  fame, 
Afks  force  and  heat,  and  fancy  wing'd  with  flame. 
What  words  can  paint  the  royal  warrior's  face  ? 
What  colours  can  the  figure  boldly  raife. 
When,,  cover'd  o'er  with  comely  dull;  and  fmoke. 
He  pierc'd  the  foe,  and  thickeJl  fquadrons  broke.?. 
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His  bleeding  arm,  ftill  painful  with  the  fore. 
Which,  in  his  people's  caufe,  the  pious  father  bore : 
Whom,  cleaving  through  the  troops  a  glorious  way. 
Not  the  united  force  of  France  and  hell  could  Hay. 

Oh,  Dorfet!  I  am  rais'd  !   I  'm  all  on  fire  ! 
And,  if  my  ftrength  could  anfwer  my  defire. 
In  fpeaking  paint  this  figure  fhould  be  feen. 
Like  Jove  his  grandeur,  and  like  Mars  his  mien 
And  gods  defcending  fhould  adorn  the  fcene 

See,  fee  !  upon  the  banks  of  Boyne  he  Hands, 
By  his  own  view  adjufting  his  commands : 
Calm  and  ferene  the  armed  coaft  furveys. 
And,  in  cool  thoughts,  the  different  chances  weighs ; 
Then,  fir'd  with  fame,  and  eager  of  renown, 
Refolves  to  end  the  war,  and  fix  the  throne. 
From  wing  to  wing  the  fquadrons  bending  ftand. 
And  clofe  their  ranks  to  meet  their  king's  command ; 
The  drums  and  trumpets  fleep,  the  fprightly  noife 
Of  neighing  fteeds,  and  cannons  louder  voice, 
Sufpended  in  attention,  banifh  far 
All  hoftile  founds,  and  hufh  the  din  of  war : 
The  filent  troops  ftretch  forth  an  eager  look, 
Liftening  with  joy,  while  thus  their  general  fpoke  : 

*'  Come,  fellow-foldiers,  follow  me  once  more, 
*'  And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  on  that  Ihore; 
"  Your  courage  only  waits  from  me  the  word, 
*'  But  England's  happinefs  commands  my  fword: 
**  In  her  defence  I  every  part  will  bear, 
**  The  foldier's  danger,  and  the  prince's  care, 
"  And  envy  any  arm  an  equal  fhare. 
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"  Set  all  that's  dear  to  men  before  your  fight; 

*'  For  laws,  religion,  liberty,  we  fight ; 

"  Tofave  your  wives  from  rape,  your  towns  from  flame, 

"  Redeem  your  country  fold,  and  vindicate  her  name : 

*'  At  whofe  requeft  and  timely  call  I  rofe, 

*'  To  tempt  my  fate,  and  all  my  hopes  expofe ; 

*'  Struggled  with  adverfe  ftorms  and  winter  feas, 

"  That  in  my  labours  you  might  find  your  eafe. 

*'  Let  other  monarchs  diftate  from  afar, 

**  And  write  the  empty  triumphs  of  the  war; 

"  In  lazy  palaces  fupinely  ruft; 

*'  My  fword  fhall  jullify  my  people's  truft, 

*'  For  which — But  I  your  vidlory  delay; 

"  Come  on;  I  and  my  Genius  lead  the  way.'* 

He  faid,  new  life  and  joy  ran  through  the  hoft. 
And  fenfe  of  danger  in  their  wonder  lofl; 
Precipitate  they  plunge  into  the  flood. 
In  vain  the  waves,  the  banks,  the  men,  vvithftood: 
The  king  leads  on,  the  king  does  all  inflame. 
The  king — and  carries  millions  in  the  name. 

As  when  the  fwelllng  ocean  burfts  his  bounds. 
And  foaming  overwhelms  the  neighbouring  ground?. 
The  roaring  deluge,  rufliing  headlong  on. 
Sweeps  cities  in  its  courfe,and  bearswhole  forells  down; 
So  on  the  foe  the  firm  battalions  preft. 
And  he,  like  the  tenth  wave,  drove  on  the  reft ; 
Fierce,  gallant,  young,  he  fliot  through  every  place," 
Urging  their  flight,  and  hurrying  on  the  chace ; 
He  hung  upon  their  rear,  or  lighten'd  in  their  face. 
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Stop !  ftop !  brave  Prince !  allay  that  generous  flame,' 
Enough  is  given  to  England,  and  to  fame. 
Remember,  Sir,  you  in  the  centre  Hand,  ^ 

Europe's  divided  interefts  you  command,  > 

All  their  defigns  uniting  in  your  hand :  j 

Down  from  your  throne  defcends  the  golden  chain. 
Which,  does  the  fabric  of  our  world  fuftain; 
That  once  diflblv'd  by  any  fatal  ftroke. 
The  fcheme  of  all  our  happinefs  is  broke. 

Stop!  ftop!  brave  Prince!  fleets  may  repair  again,"> 
And  routed  annies  rally  on  the  plain;  > 

But  ages  are  requir'd  to  raife  fo  great  a  man  !  3 
Hear,  how  the  waves  of  French  ambition  roar,  -i 
Difdaining  bounds,  and  breaking  on  the  fliore,  f 
Which  you,  ordain'd  to  curb  their  wild  deftruftive  f 
power,  J 

That  ftrength  remov'd;  again,  again,  they  flow. 
Lay  Europe  wafte,  nor  law,  nor  limits  know. 

Stop !  ftop  !  brave  Prince  !  —what,  does  your  Mufe, 
Sir,  faint? 
Proceed,  purfue  his  conquefts — faith,  I  can 't :  , 
My  fpirits  fmk,  and  will  no  longer  bear; 
Rapture  and  fury  carry'd  me  thus  far 

Tranfported  and  amaz'd- 

That  rage  once  fpent,  I  can  no  more  fuftain  ^ 

Your  flights,  your  energies,  and  tragic  ftrain,        > 
But  fall  back  to  my  natural  pace  again ;.  j 

In  humble  verfe  provoking  you  to  rhyme; 
•I  wifti  there  were  more  Dorfets  at  this  time. 
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Oh !  if  in  France  this  hero  had  been  born. 
What  glittering  tinfel  would  his  adls  adorn  ! 
There  'tis  immortal  fame,  and  high  renown. 
To  fteal  a  country,  and  to  buy  a  town : 
There  triumphs  are  o'er  kings  and  kingdoms  fold. 
And  captive  virtue  led  in  chains  of  gold. 
If  courage  could,  like  courts,  be  kept  in  pay. 
What  fums  would  Lewis  give,  that  France  m 
That  viftory  foUow'd  where  he  led  the  way 
He  all  his  conquefts  would  for  this  refund. 
And  take  th'  equivalent,  a  glorious  wound. 
Then,  what  advice,  to  fpread  his  real  fame. 
Would  pafs  between  Verfailles  and  Notredame  ? 
Their  plays,  their  fongs,  would  dwell  upon  his  wound," 
And  operas  repeat  no  other  found; 
Boyne  would,  for  ages,  be  the  painter's  theme. 
The  Gobelins  labour,  and  the  poets  dream : 
The  wounded  arm  would  furniih  all  their  rooms. 
And  bleed  for  ever  fcarlet  in  the  looms : 
Boileau  with  this  would  plume  his  artful  pen : 
And  can  your  Mufe  be  filent  ?  Think  again. 

Spare  your  advice;  and  fmce  you  have  begun, 
Finilh  your  own  defign;  the  work  is  done. 

Done  !  nothing 's  done  !  nor  the  dead  colours  laid. 
And  the  moiL  glorious  fcenes  ftand  undifplay'd; 
A  thoufand  generous  adlions  clofe  the  rear; 
A  thoufand  virtues,  ftill  behind,ftand  crowding  to  appear. 

The  Queen  herfelf,  the  charming  Queenlhould  grace  "i 
The  noble  piece,  and  in  an  artful  place  S. 

Soften  war's  horror  v/ith  her  lovely  face.  j 
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Who  can  omit  the  Queen's  aufpicious  fmile> 
The  pride  of  the  fair  fex,  the  goddefs  of  our  ifle  ? 
Who  can  forget,  what  all  admir'd  of  late. 
Her  fears  for  him,  her  prudence  for  the  Hate  ? 
Difguifing  cares,  fhe  fmooth'd  her  looks  with  grace. 
Doubts  in  her  heart,  and  pleafure  in  her  face. 
As  danger  did  approach,  her  fpirits  rofe. 
And,  putting  on  the  king,  difmay'd  his  foes. 
Now,  all  in  joy,  fhe  gilds  the  chearful  court; 
In  every  glance  defcending  angels  fport. 
As  on  the  hills  of  Cynthus,  or  the  meads 
Of  cool  Eurotas,  when  Diana  leads 
The  chorus  of  her  Nymphs,  who  there  advance 
A  thoufand  fhining  maids,  and  form  the  dance; 
The  ftately  Goddefs  with  a  graceful  pride. 
Sweet  and  majeftic,  does  the  figure  guide. 
Treading  in  jufi:  and  eafy  meafures  round; 
The  filver  arrows  on  her  fhoulder  found ; 
She  walks  above  them  all.     Such  is  the  fcene 
Of  the  bright  circle,  and  the  brighter  Queen. 

Thefe  fubjefts  do,  my  Lord,  your  ikill  command, 
Thefe  none  may  touch  with  an  unhallow'd  hand : 
Tender  the  ftrokes  muft  be,  and  nicely  writ, 
Difguis'd  encomiums  muft  be  hid  in  wit. 
Which  modefty,  like  theirs,  will  e'er  admit. 
Who  made  no  other  fteps  to  fuch  a  throne. 
But  to  deferve,  and  to  receive,  the  crown. 
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WRITTEN    AT    ALTHROP, 

IN    A    BLANK    LEAF   OF  WALLEr's   POEMS, 
UPON     SEEING 

Vandyke's   picture    of    the    old    lady 
sunderland. 

ANDYKE  had  colours,  foftnefs,  fire,  and  art, 
V    When  the  fair  Sunderland  inflam'd  his  heart. 
Waller  had  numbers,  fancy,  wit,  and  fire, 
And  SacharifTa  was  his  fond  defire. 
Why  then  at  Althrop  feem  her  charms  to  faint. 
In  thefe  fweet  numbers  and  that  glowing  paint  ? 
This  happy  feat  a  fairer  miflrefs  warms  ; 
This  fhining  offspring  has  eclips'd  her  charms : 
The  different  beauties  in  one  face  we  find  ; 
Soft  Amoret  with  brighteft  SacharilTa  join'd. 
As  high  as  Nature  reach'd,  their  art  could  fear ; 
But  fhe  ne'er  made  a  finilh'd  piece  before. 

VERSES, 

WRITTEN    FOR  THE  TO  A  STING-GLASSES  OF   THE 
KIT-CAT    CLUB,   I7O3. 

Duchefs    of  St.  Albans. 
ry  H  E  line  of  Vere,  fo  long  renown'd  in  arms^ 
Concludes  with  luftre  in  St.  Albans  charms. 
Her  conquering  eyes  have  made  their  race  compleat ; 
They  rofe  in  Valour,  and  in  Beauty  fet. 
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Duchefs  of  Beaufort. 

Offspring  of  a  tuneful  fire, 
Bleft  with  more  than  mortal  fire  ; 
Likenefs  of  a  mother's  face, 
Blell  with  more  than  mortal  grace; 
You  with  double  charms  furprize, 
"With  his  wit,  and  with  her  eyes. 

Lady  Mary  Churchill. 
Faireft  and  lateft  of  the  beauteous  race, 
Bleft  with  your  parents  wit,  and  her  firft  blooming  face  ; 
Born  with  our  liberties  in  William's  reign. 
Your  eyes  alone  that  liberty  reftrain. 

Duchefs  of  Richmond. 

Of  two  fair  Richmonds  different  ages  boaft. 
Theirs  was  the  firft,  and  ours  the  brighteft  toall  J 
Th' adorers  offerings  prove  who  's  moft  divine, 
They  facrific'd  in  water,  we  in  wine. 

Lady  Sunderland. 

All  Nature's  charms  in  Sunderland  appear. 
Bright  as  her  eyes,  and  as  her  reafon  clear  : 
Yet  ftill  their  force,  to  men  not  fafely  known. 
Seems  undifcover'd  to  herfelf  alone. 

Mademoifelle  Spanheime. 

Admlr'd  in  Germany,  ador'd  in  France, 
Your  charms  to  brighter  glory  here  advance; 
The  ftubborn  Britons  own  your  beauty's  claim. 
And  with  their  native  toafts  enrd  your  name. 
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ON       THE 

COUNTESS    DOWAGER    OF   ****. 

>->ouRAGE,  dear  Moll,  and  drive  away  defpair. 

Mopfa,  who  in  her  youth  was  fcarce  thought  fair. 
In  fpite  of  age,  experience,  and  decays. 
Sets  up  for  Charming,  in  her  fading  days ; 
Snuffs  her  dim  eyes  to  give  one  parting  blow. 
Have  at  the  heart  of  every  ogling  beau  ! 
This  goodly  goofe,  all  feather'd  like  a  jay. 
So  gravely  vain,  and  fo  demurely  gay, 
Laft  night,  t'  adorn  the  court,  did  overload 
Her  bald  buff  forehead  with  a  high  commode : 
Her  fteps  were  manag'd  with  fuch  tender  art. 
As  if  each  board  had  been  a  lover's  heart. 
In  all  her  air,  in  every  glance,  was  feen 
A  mixture  ftrange,  'twixt  fifty  and  fifteen. 
Admiring  fops  about  her  crowding  prefs  j 
Hambden  hijnfelf  delivers  their  addrefs. 
Which  fhe,  accepting  with  a  nice  difdain. 
Owns  them  her  fubjefts,  and  begins  to  reign; 
Fair  Queen  of  Fopland  is  her  royal  ftyle; 
Fopland!  the  greateft  part  of  this  great  ifle  ! 
Nature  did  ne'er  fo  equally  divide 
A  female  heart,  'twixt  piety  and  pride ; 
Her  waiting-maids  prevent  the  peep  of  day. 
And,  all  in  order,  on  her  toilet  lay 
X  2 
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Prayer-books,  patch-boxes,  fermon  notes,  and  paint ; 
At  once  t'  improve  the  finner  and  the  faint. 
Farewel,  friend  Moll:  expedl  no  more  from  me; 
But  if  you  would  a  full  defcription  fee. 
You  '11  find  her  fomewhere  in  the  Litany, 
With  Pride,  Vain-glory,  and  Hypocrify. 


VERSES     BY     LORD     HALIFAX. 
FROM     DR.    Z.    GREY'S     MSS. 

ALL  the  materials  are  the  fame 

Of  beauty  and  defire. 
In  a  fair  woman's  goodly  frame 
No  brightnefs  is  without  a  flame. 
No  flame  without  a  fire. 
Then  tell  me  what  thofe  creatures  are. 
That  would  be  thought  both  chafte  and  fair } 

Go  afk  but  thy  philofophy 
What  gives  her  lips  the  balm. 
What  makes  her  breafts  to  heave  fo  high. 
What  fpirit  gives  motion  to  her  eye, 
Gr  moifture  to  her  palm  ? 
Then  tell  me,  &c. 

Ah  Caelia,  then,  be  not  fo  nice. 
For  that  betrays  thy  thoughts  and  thee; 
There  's  not  a  feature  or  a  grace 
Bedecks  thy  body  or  thy  face. 
But  pimps  within  for  me. 
Then  tell  me,  &c. 
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O    N 

ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA  FRANCISCA   MARGARITA. 

TT  AIL,  tuneful  pair !  fay,  by  what  wondrous  charms. 
One  'fcap'd  from  hell,  and  one  from  Greber's  arms? 
When  the  foft  Thracian  touch'd  the  trembling  firings. 
The  winds  were  hulh'd,  and  curl'd  their  airy  wings: 
And  when  the  tawny  Tufcan  rais'd  her  ftrain. 
Rook  furls  his  fails,  and  dozes  on  the  main. 
Treaties  unfinilh'd  in  the  office  fleep. 
And  Shovel  yawns  for  orders  on  the  deep. 
Thus  equal  charms  and  equal  conquefts  claim ;        ") 
To  him  high  woods  and  bending  timber  came,        ^ 
To  her  fhrub  Hedges,  and  tall  Nottingham.  J 
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